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It was the ramshackle, thoroughly lovable Animals 
& Men that finally did itforme. 

It was several months ago. I'd just purchased 
a new computer, and had iTunes up and running. 
To celebrate, I thought I'd start streamlining 
my record collection: I began with a few recent 
acquisitions, among them a CD from an unfamiliar 
US imprint, Messthetics. I was drawn to Revel In The 
Static, a collection of demos and singles (1 979-83) 
from Somerset's obscure Animals & Men, mostly 
because of the cover: a hand-pasted glossy black- 
and-white photo of two austere-looking musicians 
playing what looks to be a church hall. She: 
clutching a microphone like it's an alien object. He: 
rocking the school librarian look, with glasses and 
a guitar held high. I dutifully loaded up the songs, 
and mostly forgot about them, except to mark a 
pleasing, albeit superficial, similarity to the naive 
kitten-ish charm of my (even more obscure) early 
Eighties crushes Twelve Cubic Feet. 

Strange thing happened: every so often the 
random play function would throw up one of their 
songs - maybe the post-Bo Diddley groove of 'Bad 
Lover', maybe the stark, focused 'Don't Misbehave 
In The New Age', maybe the Kleenex-influenced 
wail of 'Evil Going On' - and those songs, well, they 
stuck in my head. I shoved a few on compilations for 
friends, listened more closely. Soon, I was hooked. 
Soon, I was wanting to discover more - not just 
about these reluctant DIY pop stars, but the label 
that had rediscovered them and brought them 
to my attention. 

A couple more CDs showed up round about 
Christmas, Messthetics #101 DIY 77-81 London 
/and Messthetics # 1 02 DIY 78-8 1 London II, a 
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collector's paradise of obscurities; Auntie Pus, 
Astronauts, Funboy Five, Milkshake Melon, Steve 
Treatment. . .You have to understand, I was around 
at the time these records first appeared, knew about 
many of them, scoured the racks of record stores for 
them, this music was my very life-blood - and even 
I'd only heard a fraction of the 20-plus artists each 
CD had on offer. (And a cursory look on the master 
website www.hyped2death.com proves this to be 
only the tip of the iceberg ! ) 

I was almost literally drooling at the thought 
of finally hearing Tea Set's 'Sing Song', 30 years on, 
renewing my acquaintance with legendary 'fuck' 
band The Door And The Window (who famously 
released a single before they even practised), the 
warped dissonant circular jazz of Take It, Walking 
Floor's monochromatic groove. . . 

But credit where credit's due. I never would have 
paid such attention without that wonderful Animals 
& Men compilation first. 
Everett True 

It seems wrong to let this issue go to print without 
some word on the passing of Arthur, the US free 
paper which abruptly announced its closure early 
in March. Many of our readers will have checked 
out Arth ur too: enjoying its occasional presence 
in independent record shops or tackling the 
eye-boggling PDF download. And many of you 
will have found it, as I did, to be a pretty cool read. 

Arthur tended to focus heavily on music, but 
it would be wrong to call it a music magazine. 
Music was the draw for many readers (and, clearly, 
advertisers), a way into features on other media, 
politics, health and anything falling under the wide 




umbrella of US countercultural thought. At first, 
it seemed like a gentle, quirky publication; as the 
Noughties progressed, it seemed more urgent, more 
necessary. The dissenting commentary of writers 
like Douglas Rushkoff alongside features on 
musicians not known for their overt politics, but 
clearly aligned with the underground, was inspired 
editing: made me think, Where did those things get 
uncoupled in the rest of the media? And why? 

In its four-year life, Arthur achieved something 
great: it documented and, possibly, helped to form 
what contributor Erik Davis calls 'an authentic 
subcultural sensibility'. This is an achievement 
I'd love to say Plan B was capable of too, but I'm 
not sure it is - yet. The contrasting aesthetics of the 
magazine's staff, plus an extremely pluralist attitude 
towards music, plus, probably, the reluctance of 
some of us even to define ourselves as 'subcultural' 
rules this out for now. What we can claim is a strong 
sense of distinctiveness, wherever we choose to 
position ourselves in relation to 'culture' as a whole: 
a growing sense that no one else is doing what we 
do, quite the way we do it. It's a start. 

So one reason I'm proud to put Electrelane on 
the cover this month is that they're a bit like that as 
a band. There's a single-mindedness to their music, 
to the way they present themselves. Their fourth 
album is lovely, hooky and smart indie rock, but 
within that template they'll take risks and have 
fun, sometimes attempting ideas that don't work; 
othertimes splicing ones that shouldn't but do. In 
a landscape full of musicians who sound like they're 
second-guessing the music press at every turn, 
Electrelane are a band who sound like themselves. 
Frances Morgan 




EUROS CHILDS 
Bore Da 

The 2nd solo outing for Gorkys frontman. 
OUT NOW - CD, Download 



BANDS ON TOUR 

PETER, BJORN AND JOHN 

15th April - Koko, London 

ESPERS 

26th April - Dingwalls, London 

27th April - Aberdeen, Lemon Tree 

28th April - Glasgow, Tramway 

29th April - Edinburgh, Liquid Rooms 

LOSCAMPESINOS! 

4th June - The Point, Cardiff 
5th June - The Scala, London 



Wichita 



www.wichita-recordings.com 




SIMIAN MOBILE DISCO 
It's The Beat 

Debut Wichita single, includes mixes from 
Riton, Graham Massey and Luke Vibert. 

OUT NOW -Ltd 7", Remix 12", 
CD, Download 




BLOC PARTY 
I Still Remember 

The 2nd single to be taken from 
their 2nd album 

09.04.07 - Two 7s, CD Single 
and Downloads 




BLOOD BROTHERS 
Laser Life 

2nd single from their highly acclaimed 
"Young Machetes" album. 

23.04.07 - Ltd 7", Download 




PETER, BJORN AND JOHN 
Objects Of My Affection 

New version of this album favourite, 
including Girl Talk remix 

16.04.07-7, Download 
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MALAJUBE 
Trompe-L'Oeil 

Album in stores May 7th, 

single "Fille a Plume" available for 
download from April 2nd 







■in 


■ 1 


. 1 ,m 


,1 


N 


W 


\ 


.J. 




i 


fT 


■ 


: 


•MiUSriE 




A&C 



THE JAI ALAI SAVANT 
White On White Crime 

The new single available for 
download from April 30th 



APOSTLE OF HUSTLE 

National Anthem Of Nowhere 
Album in stores May 7th, 

single "Cheap Like Sebastian" 
available for download from April 16th 




DIGITAL SLANG 

Six songs available for free from cityslang.com! 

Hear a song from both of these albums, plus new City Slang signing, 
The Jai Alai Savant, as well as rare tracks from Lambchop, Calexico 
and Justine Electra when you visit www.cityslang.com and follow links 
to Digital Slang - download all six songs for free. 
www.cityslang.com 
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The Black Lips 

Old Blue Last, London 

Live, The Black Lips sound exactly like their records. This is a trip, and 
worth mentioning, because The Black Lips' din is a blind and fearless 
leap into that monoaural Crypt Records sound, that Mummies budget- 
rock ethos their golden gospel. Their latest slab of goonish, lairy R&B 
pop, Let It Bloom (to be found on the near-faultless In The Red label) 
sounds I ike a Sixties garage rock rarity you just found in some suburban 
American yard sale, alive with crackle, gold-dust furring the needle and 
coaxing up some gauzy, soft focus vibe where bum notes and musical 
primitivism are an aeajietic, an integral part of the group's charm. And 
don't ask me how, buH this sardine-can room, rubbing shoulders until 
sparks fly with curious hipsters and those garage rock freaks usually 
found lurking at the Boston Arms, The Black Lips perfectly translated 
their lo-fi charisma and dirty-vinyl warmth. 

A healthy fetishisation of certain classic rock'n'roll elements aside, 
the Lips are a most deliciously alive proposition. They bundle onstage 
with scruffy but clean black hair, four brothers of the same blood, one 
with a nefarious gold grill glinting in his gob, another with a lime-green 
felt Smurfs hat pulled down over his mop. The vibe is The Monkees 
meets the Manson Famiglia, a near-psychotic happiness. 

Their songs are true vintage stuff, an ersatz clutch of rooster- 
raw early Stones rumbles, weird garage-vignettes, blasts of woozy 
drugadelia and charmingly lop-sided pop songs. Their hooks are 
beautiful, misshapen things, like the maddening loop of drone-psych 
madrigal 'Hippie Hippie Hoorah', sung as a psychotic round, burrowing 
into your brain like a television babbling absently while you sleep, or the 
dumb lope of 'Boomerang', lazy boozalong with an off-kilter guitar lick 
like a warped, off-centre vinyl warble, a symphony of wow and flutter. 

Like I said, it'sfetishised, but in a deliciously subtle, knowing fashion, 
a loving pastiche leavened with wit. For recent single 'Dirty Hands', 
a barber-shop valentine set to 'Be My Baby' drums on a burnt-out street 
corner, the boys sing like Peter Fonda badboys in some Roger Corman 
exploitation flick, locating some tender, innocent romance in its milieu 
of tattoos, drugs and an exquisitely summery laziness. "I'm wearing 
leather, cuz I really think it's cool," they strut, before wailing, like 
bullyboy biker choirboys with fool's gold in their hearts and unmelted 
butter in their mouths, "Annnnn, do you really wanna hold my dirty 
hand?" It's knowing, and coy, and sweet: a cocktail unique like only 
the Lips could pull off. 

The sly self-consciousness pleasure of the songwriting collides head 
on with the adrenaline rush of their live performance, the three guitar- 
toting fellas almosttumbling off the tiny stage in wriggling reverie, 
the barking drummer invisible at the back: a fine chaos emanating 
from their general direction. Hair is shaken, guitars thrust in the air 
and swung above heads in reckless fashion that still doesn't upset the 
loose chime of their pop. 

The aftermath of the Hives/Stripes insurgency of five or so years ago 
is a lot of professional dadrock retro chancers plying their high budget 
necrophilia under the veil of garage rock, Jet being most heinous 
offenders. Like The Hunches before them, The Black Lips redeem this 
trend with a helter skelter ricochet into the urchin-like mischief of the 
garage-rock template, snatching for golden tuneage with endearing, 
enthusiastic amateurism fraying their ends, an idiosyncratic mess of 
avant-pop with shades of Monks-esque lunacy haunting their stomp. 

Thirty minutes after they shambled onstage, they're off again, 
grabbing the smoke machines and aiming them at the audience at the 
last thranging chord, our ears still ringing with their hazy, lusty, anarchic 
songs. Rock'n'roll hasn't been plied with such dog-eared, homely and 
wonderful bonhomie since the lasttime Love As Laughter trod the 
boards, and The Black Lips are a similarly cherishable, riotous group. 
Prepare to fall in L-U-Vlove. 




6 1 plan b 



r- 







\ 



h 






The boys sing 
like Peter Fonda 
badboys in some 



exploitation flick 



^ 




u 



- - 



fl 






• • 



plan b 1 7 



Uj 

:d 

CD 
O 

5 

o 

i 

o 

LU 





THE NEW ALBUM 

Sedition 

OUT NOW 



"The Scientists turned my head around 

and made a man out of me! They grew hair on my 

palms and made my socks stink!" 

JON SPENCER 

"They wrote fantastic singles and looked 
like they just crawled out of the ooze. 
What more could you ask for?" 
WARREN ELLIS 

"The Scientists proved to me that rock n roll 
could be played by gentlemen in fine silk shirts 
half unbuttoned and still be dirty cool and real" 
THURSTON MOORE 




THE SCIENTISTS UVE DATES 26/04/2007 LONDON Spitz 27/29/04/2007 SOMERSET DIRTY 3 cu rated ATP Festival 
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"A masterclass in spaciou 

"The Drones whip up a h 
post punk intensity and Crazy Horse- 
couch fevereo 






The Drones 

GALA MILL 

s roots rock. " 4/5 Stars UNCU1 

eady storm of garage-bred blues 

style amp overload, in which the] 

narratives worthy of Nick Cave. 

4/5 Stars MOJC 







THE DRONES 
UVE DATES 



20/04/2007 
CORK 



The Ballroom of Romance 

22/04/2007 
GLASGOW Barfly 

23/04/2007 
YORK Fibbers 

24/04/2007 
LEICESTER The Charlotte 

25/04/2007 
LONDON 93 Feet East 

26/04/2007 
DONCASTER The Leopard 

27/29/04/2007 
SOMERSET Dirty 3 

curated ATP Festival 



■ www.atprecordings.com ■ 




Alexander flicker 



FURROWED BROW 



"These are songs that could only 

have come out of a profound engagement 

with the few surviving pockets of wilderness 

in England's mental landscape" 

4/5 UNCUT 

"a powerfully resonant sound 

which marries conventional folk moves 

with repetition and experimental improvisation" 

4/5 Stars MOJO underground album of the month 



ALEXANDER TUCKER LIVE DATES 

25/04/2007 GLASGOW Classic Grand 26/04/2007 DUBUN Whelan's * 
30/04/2007 LONDON Cargo* 18/05/2007 MINEHEAD ATP Festival * 

• with PAPA M 
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xbxrx 

Words: Lauren Strain 

Illustration: John Gambino 



"There's no less intensity on the new album," they type, communicating only 
as a collective, disembodied voice. "There are many ways to express what 
we're trying to express and we will try as many of them as possible. Every 
time we put out something new there is a certain minority who complain 
that they don't like it. Well, they can go listen to the old stuff and be quiet. " 
Disdain. A little electronic snort of disapproval, maybe. "It's blisteringly 
emotional. It covers many moods and does so with new colours, densities 
and forms. The intimation here is that the new record is 'mellow' or 
something? That's hilarious. It's a progression, not a watering down. " 

I rubbed xbxrx up the wrong way. I described their new album, the 
slaughterhouse Wars, as "more reserved" than their previous nine years' 
output. Of course, it isn't actually in the slightest, unless you mean that the 
lyrics are relatively audible (the odd vowel spurts from fractured spines) and 
the guitars almost beautiful (beauty being a gory urban nihilism and twisted 
city debris cavorting with bits of body). S'alright, though. We made friends. 

"The production is clearer but the songs have more thought to them than 
anything we've ever done," they continue. "It was a conscious move -we 
wanted to experiment with limitations of the things we were bored of: blast 
beats, screaming. . .We were also very interested in trying to make the guitars 
sound more like something else." 

With xbxrx - a screeching monster embryo of strident protestation born 
of stagnant, indifferent locales - everything sounds like something else. 
Hence, disorientating turbine wails churning up Towers Of Silence' become 
the mashing forks and blades of a factory cooler; hence, guitars like the hiss 
of your brain fizzling out a last, unheeded complaint; hence the garrotted 



'True moments of absolute 
bliss have been attained 
during performance' 



chord cages of 'Ear Ever Hear' like an enormous fucking grin - because this 
noise isn't about hammering around in a pupae of darkness. It's gouging 
something euphoricfrom a disgusting contemporary chaos and unplugging 
surges of fearless optimism from the clogged-up spouts of a thickening 
social apathy. 

" It's been nine years; it's actually pretty difficult to truly put ourselves back 
in those shoes," xbxrx say of their origins. "One particularly influential thing, 
though, was the conservative Christianity that dominates a large portion 
of southern American thinking. We could never vibe with it. It seemed 
there were the few of us reacting to it and then everyone else hated or 
was confused by us. Even a lot of the 'punks' would ultimately be fearful 
of change, of walking off the beaten path. I know all of us are to some 
degree afraid of those things, but it's so blaringly obvious. Still, many positive 
influences motivated us to keep going. Quintron and Miss Pussycat, 
This Bike Is A Pipe Bomb and others on the Gulf Coast were so supportive. " 

Through extreme gigs (less of the injury nowadays - " It's not really fun 
walking into a Texas emergency room at 4am wearing just your underwear 
and a puffy orange vest with your face bleeding everywhere and then 
having to leave at 8am to drive to El Paso to play to 1 people") they 
kickstart this awakening. " I'm used to walking down the street and 
seeing everyone staring at their feet without a smile. We want to exchange 
energy. We are all participating in the same ritualistic act during live 
shows. One of us has done some study in schools of religion and 
philosophy and feels that true moments of absolute bliss have been 
attained during performance." 

Driven to transcend their surroundings' nullity and combat a gruelling 
ennui, xbxrx maintain an autonomous anarchy; sparks fly from the 
movements of a despicably bland modern machine and ignite their 
reactionary inferno. "We want to help ourselves, and hopefully others, 
deal with the ugly aspects of being part of humanity. We have no choice 
but to be musicians. If we weren't, we'd probably hurt ourselves. We 
hope that we perform at a level that shows more ambition and energy 
than people are used to seeing; that this inspires them to go beyond the 
mundane in whatever they do. " 

www.xbxrx.com 
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pinmaster plantpot 

„/ords: Everett True 
Photography: Kat Green 

Music isn't just sound. 

Sometimes, charisma counts for 
everything. My attention was drawn 
towards diminutive performer Spinmaster 
Plantpot by ace twee minstrels Bobby 
McGees and I was immediately ensnared. 
His MySpace page is peppered with 
incoherent, barely focused, certainly 
confrontational 'songs' -'You Called 
Me A Bumboy', the painfully honest 
'I Was Just Flirting', 'People Are Morons'. 
I was reminded of original Riot Boy, 
impressionistic poet Blood Sausage ("I'm 
fat, I'm ugly, I'm untalented and I can't 
sing") and of the anguished rantings of 
former A/ME writer Steven Wells back 
when he was Seething Wells. Punk as 
I always understood it, no frills, instant 
and absolutely challenging. 

"I used to make tape compilations, and 
one day I started doing weird rants between 
songs. I set myself the task of doing a 90- 
minute tape, and then I was intrigued as 
to whether it would work on stage. It 
carried on from there, from improvisational 
to pre-prepared, but very loose." 

I'm talking to Spin in a canteen in the 
Houses Of Parliament, where he holds down 
a day job. Within seconds he's told me how 
he's been interviewed by Channel 4 for a 
programme on short people, been called 
"His generation's The Legend!" -"by 
himself, probably," remarks caustic anti-folk 
Brighton sort Larry Pickleman - and has 
whipped out a tape recorder, "to record 
this interview for posterity". 

So is it entirely a cappella on stage? 

"Entirely." 

You've got to love that. 

"Live, it's completely raw. I've always got 
a quarter bottle of whisky in my bag that 
I smuggle into gigs. The first track, people 
are like, 'This must be a weird intro to what 
happens next' and then they realise. I've 
got a few songs that are a little provocative, 
but I'm not trying to get people to love me 
or not love me. It's catharsis. My set is 1 2 
minutes long- 10songs-and bytheend 
I feel spiritually cleansed." 

Spin has supported Babyshambles, Franz 
Ferdinand... man, that sounds a riot! 

"I have certain types of voices -my 
normal voice, a bit Billy Bragg, my falsetto, 
my James Brown primal voice. ..I love 
a cappella. All you need to carry with you 
is a couple of bits of paper, and you don't 
need a soundcheck either." 

www.myspace.com/ppot 




the irrepressibles 

Words: Hannah Gregory 

Photography: Andy Whitton 



With their theatrical attire, baroque strings, and 
melancholy verses, The Irrepressibles may seem 
a strange proposition. Now counting 1 1 members, 
they aspire to the realms of the orchestral, yet 
their flamboyant symphonies are not designed to 
intimidate. How, then, should we interpret their 
foppish storytelling, their coat-tails and carnations? 
To deconstruct your supposed confusion, and aid in 



'It is our responsibility 
to create a spectacle' 



your appreciation, here is Jamie (above, centre, 
flamenco pose)- principal composer, whose 
operatic falsetto surpasses the high Bs of even 
Antony And The Johnsons. 

on theatricality 

"We have been called Baroque, rococo, terrible. 
I like the idea of the artist wearing a mask to create 
a fagade, like Bowie, orthe drama of Diamanda 
Galas and performance artist Laurie Anderson. 
In this way, we can continue to reinvent, to go 
beyond the image we have made. We try to be 
as venue-specific as possible. For a show at the 
Hackney Empire, we built a huge white pedestal 
as a centrepiece. We have also dressed in white 
plastic bags, so that when we moved we sounded 
like the sea. We've had painters painting on big 



canvases behind us, and make-up artists painting 
our faces while we performed. It is our responsibility 
to create a spectacle." 

on repression 

"The band began as a personal expression and 
a denial of repressed emotions. It is still sometimes 
difficult to have a positive identity as a gay 
performer, without being placed in a box. I wanted 
to show, and be reminded of, the beauty of my 
relationships - rather than being associated with 
homosexuality as a lifestyle choice, or as an excuse 
to dress up." 

on dressing up 

"It's like a child getting ready for a party -they 
put on their favourite dress and paint their face and 
make themselves this pretty picture, then two hours 
later, chocolate cake is smudged all round their 
mouth; they're still in their party clothes, but the 
pretence is gone, and they're completely natural. 
I want to get to this point with The Irrepressibles: 
where the expressions of our lyrics and music are 
reflected completely in our appearance and actions 
on stage, without seeming contrived. " 

on composition 

"There is no 'rock' in our music; no drums, or bass. 
The instruments we use define our music completely 
-with cello, violin, double bass, you immediately 
create a chamber music sound. But we did not set 
out to be classical. The orchestra allows for 
incredible live dynamics and surprising abrasion." 

on the future 

"We will look to the past to dig up embers of sounds 
from different eras and make them relevant to us 
now- lots of inspiration from Fifties exotica, dance 
practice, and a development of the percussive 
aspect. We will further reinvent the orchestra." 

The Irrepressibles: coming soon to a theatre 
nearyou... 

www.myspace.com/theirrepressibles 
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ix: buraka som sistema 

, five of the best kuduro tracks from 
2005-2006 (from the dancef loor point of 
view) and five more we can't stop listening 
to from different planetary locations! 

Znobia - Comboio 2 (Instrumental) 

Wicked rhythm from the Master. . . kuduro with an 
Industrial twist. It has a groove like no other track 
we've ever heard. 'Comboio' means train, so I think 
you get the picture! 

DJ Massacre - Ku Lagode 

The kuduro instrumental of the moment. Crazy samba 
snares Angolan style: just completely off the hook, this 
one. Hard to get - so you need to come to one of our 
sets to hear it... 

Znobia- Mono Mono 

The combination of the razor-sharped stab and the 
massacring repetition of the word "Mono "makes 
everyone lose control. It's mixable with everything, 
proving that kuduro is really a universal beat! 

DJ Recente - O Grave 

This is a just plain trashy, badly-produced, raging beat 
from Dj Recente. It works. 

Os Lambas - Sapo 

Great instrumental, very minimal. This track represents 
what we love about kuduro - searching for the 
strangest groove. 

Noisia - Block Control 

The nuskool d'n'b. Noisia are some of the most 
sharpest producers in the scene, and 'Block Control' 
is a massive tune with a lot of energy. 

Count Of Monte Cristal - Ghetto Bitches 
(Sinden Ghetto Mix) 

Sinden is crazy, man! Ghetto dancef loor tracks 
with a twist. The remix represents the 'less is more' 
motto perfectly. 

Blaqstarr - Gun Up In The Air 

A pure hype track with energy. We were loving it 
so much that we made our own re-edit just to give 
it a kuduro vibe! We also like lots of stuff coming out 
from Baltimore. 

MIA -Bird Flu 

G reat comeback - the video, the track, the vocals, the 
production . . .everything just sounds huge. We had to 
go to MIA's MySpace page like five times in one day to 
keep on listening. 

Mala - Bury The Bwoy 

We love the whole dubstep scene, especially some 
new tracks with stronger beats. Mala's 'Bury The 
Bwoy' is a good example. Goes very well with 
kuduro - it's the same bpm, so just flows naturally 
to a darker environment. 




panther 

Words: Emily Bick 



Secret Lawns is Panther's new album on FrykBeat. 
It's the sonic equivalent of the mess left when 
a lump of ABC Bubbilicious and your just-in-case 
back-pocket condom fused when your mom sent 
your Levi's through the wash after a sticky night 
at the youth club disco. Oh what the hell, it's 
everything sent through the wash: not just the 
American classic rock station teen dream, but 



'The floor dancing was 
a one-off' 



skuzzy Italodisco synths and fake tin hi-hats, some 
falsetto yelps and a 7-1 1 Big Gulp heart-on for Hall 
And Oates' overdubs on a thrift store budget and 
Tommy Boy synth-bank horn sections, all with a few 
pumice stones and some bleach thrown in for that 
perfect lightning wash finish. 

As much as it's the sound of geeking out with 
your pants on fire, Panther explains how Secret 
Lawns is not just some Eighties retro sideshow. 
"I was really into a lot of Ethiopian music - stuff on 
Sublime Frequencies, the label run by one of the 
guys in Sun City Girls. . .some of that stuff is great. 
Also videos from Niger of quote unquote rock bands 
who are so dancey, so good. " 

And that's important, because good lord, does 
he dance. Panther's the inventor of Floor Dancing, 
where he rolls around on the floor like no one 



should be afraid to, unless maybe they really are 
having an epileptic fit. "The floor dancing was 
a one-off, " Panther says, " I got stoned and my wife 
filmed it. Then some friends saw it and convinced 
me to put it online." 

The way he dances is the reason people got 
called spaz and retard for breaking on cardboard 
squares in the playground: the name-callers were 
consumed by jealousy. "Making yourself contort 
and look ugly. . .when everyone's on stage strutting 
and stuff, or not doing anything, it's fun to just get 
weird," he attests. 

It's brave, and it's joyous. But it's rare to see 
performers who are so involved making asses of 
themselves onstage that reporters for the local 
paper in Portland, Oregon, have fixated on Panther 
being some kind of arch ironic gag. Recalls Panther, 
"This reviewer said that with the new album, it 
wasn't a joke anymore, and I was like, you thought 
it was a joke?" 

Most songs are recorded at home, and feature 
bizarre percussion like tapping on rows of bottles. 
Then there's the OTT video for 'You Don't Want 
Yr Nails Done', where Pantherflips out in Whitey 
McConnaughy's insanely detailed cardboard set, 
complete with cardboard stereo cabinet. 

He's toured with bands like Ratatat and The 
Gossip, and has quite the MySpace following. 
"It's weird, and it makes me feel old," he says. 
"I'm really excited that all these kids are digging 
it. They show up and I'm like, 'Where the hell did 
you find out about this?' " 

All this aside, the music is so good that all this 
is-it-or-isn't-it-real? finger-wagging and MySpace 
trend-spotting is beyond irrelevant. Songs like 
'Tigers Touch' or 'How Well Can You Swim' are 
sleazy, funktif ied earworms that makes spazzing out 
seem natural, inevitable even. Who knows - I'd love 
to see the hard kids on the Number 73 bendy bus 
through Hackney play Panther through their mobile 
phones, and jerk and swing from the poles in the 
articulated sections. When you gotta dance, you 
gotta dance. 

www.panthertouch.com 
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Everything Last Winteic. 







back issues & subscriptions 



The first 20 subscribers will also 
receive a copy of Best Of 14th 
Raindance Film Festival Shorts DVD, 
featuring award-winners and 
nominees from the largest 
independentfilm festival in the UK. 

A selection of short films from 
across the world - Uruguay, 
Australia, USA, Japan, and the UK 



all figure - the fifth in Raindance's 
series of DVDs is a unique collection 
of innovative shorts from the 2006 
festival. Running time is 
approximately 90 minutes. 

To qualify for this offer, please 
mention PB20 on the back of 
your cheque, or in the Paypal 
comments box. 




o 








The eagerly anticipated debut album 

from field*, is out now. 
Featuring ^Tot Tail IVe vffl Tail, 

Charming The Thtmei 

and a ncvAy recorded version of 

Smg'FwThe'FitMt. 
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WW W. HliLU5ttAKU.COM 
WWW.MYSlMCL.LOM/FlliLUliaANU 



prices 



Back issues: UK - £4.00, EU airmail - £5.50, Rest of 

the world airmail - £7.50 

Subscriptions: UK - 1 2 issues for £35 (save £4.90 on 

the cover price), EU airmail - 1 2 issues for £55, Rest of 

the world airmail- 12 issues for £75 

Send cheques to: Plan B Publishing, PO Box 5047, Hove, 

BN52 9WY, UKorvisitwww.planbmag.com/orderand 

pay by credit card, debit card, or Paypal. If you have 

enquiries, please contact richard@planbmag.com 
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Check out www.planbmag.com for web-exclusive interviews, 
reviews, articles and staff weblogs, stockist information, gig 
guide, secure ordering and the everthrobbing discussion 
forums. Plus archive articles and reviews from the first two 
years of Plan B. 



The next issue of Plan B is in WH Smith, independent newsagents, Borders, 
HMV, Fopp, Virgin Megastores,Waterstonesandall good record shops the 
week beginning 7 May 2007. If you have difficulty finding a copy, please 
enquire at your local record shop. For independent newsagents, you can ask 
them to order it at the counter, or email andrews@warnersgroup.co.uk 



the void 




ibe your typical fan. What do you 
tend to have in common with those 
you've met? What's the best gift you've 
been given, or compliment paid? 

" My fans are geeky, but in an endearing way. They 
remind me of me more often than not. I don't get 
to be a fan enough . . .Though I did fawn over Jim 
Jarmusch the other day in a random West Hollywood 
bar. I've met white 40-year-old short-order cooks in 
Montana who are all about me and my homies. It's 
quite strange." (Busdriver) 

"We've always had an eclectic crowd. A friend of ours 
makes fun of how many librarians come to our shows, 
but for the most part, it's people who have had to 
spend a little time searching to find us, so they've 
heard a lot of music in general and it means a lot to 
them. Some people do remind me of myself a little, but 
that's to be expected - it's probably the dark clothing. 

"We've gotten a few gifts over the years - toys 
for the kids, home-made effects pedals, fruit. CDs and 
movies from people who just want to share what they 
do are probably the most endearing gifts. Our friend 
Catherine made us a felt Christmas tree ornament 
calendar one year. John Waters asked us to play at his 
funeral - that's probably my favourite compliment." 
(Alan Sparhawk, Low) 

"There is not a typical fan, other than they seem to be 
very liberal and enjoy a challenge. I think we finally got 
rid of any of those fan types that want the same record 
over and over again with the last album. Most people 
we meet believe, as we do, that the term "art rock" 
is an oxymoron, like 'military intelligence' or the like." 
(Nicola Kuperus, ADULT.) 

"One time in 2000, this one fan came up to me 
identically dressed - army boots, Levi Sta-press, 
button-up shirt, tie, tie clip, etc. Only difference was, 
he was black." (Adam Lee Miller, ADULT.) 

"Under 50 and occasionally naked." (Nic Offer, ! ! !) 

What are your own most memorable 
experiences of being a fan? 

"Mark Mothersbaugh [Devo] was in an art exhibit with 
my roommate at the time and I asked him if he had any 
advice for a young aspiring musician. He said, 'Yes! 
Never have a hit'." (Adam Lee Miller, ADULT.) 

" I was at a Slayer concert in '86 and saw most of the 
band do lines of crank, then hit the stage at a zillion 
miles an hour. It was in a club that maybe held 200 
people and it changed my life. I've never heard double 
bass riffs like that ever again." (Nic Offer, ! ! !) 

"I've been able to sing 'The Gambler' since I was 1 0, 
so meeting Kenny Rogers last year was pretty cool. " 
(Alan Sparhawk, Low) 




remote viewer: chile 

Words: Ana Garcia 

Illustration: Yuki Snow 



Located in the south-west of South America, 
Chile is only a five-hour flight from my hometown, 
Sao Paulo, Brazil. And although my father is 
Chilean, until recently all I knew was that Chile's 
cuisine is a speciality, Valparaiso (a port off Santiago) 
has the most beautiful sunset, now and again there 
are small earthquakes, and the dictator Pinochet 
recently died, on Human's Rights Day -what irony. 



What you search for is 
what you will find 



Musically and culturally, there is no exchange 
between our countries. We only heard of Panico 
(originally from Chile) when they moved to Europe; 
Juana Molina, from Argentina, when she signed to 
Domino. But then, most Brazilians probably only 
heard of CSS when they signed to Sub Pop - what 
you search for is what you will find. 

I found a radio and website called Super 45 
(www.super45.cl), produced by Cristian Araya, 
which guided me to different Chilean artists and 
labels. I remember receiving the first recordings of 
Javiera Mena - before her debut Esquemas Juveniles 
(Quemasucabeza, 2006) - when it was still just 
sweet voice, acoustic guitar, an old Casio, and 
simply falling in love. For more than a year, Javiera 
Mena was the soundtrack to my life, and it didn't 
take long before I discovered other artists from 



Quemasucabeza. This label has helped renovate the 
indie scene in Santiago with punk rockers such as 
Familie Miranda, as well as sweet songwriter Gepe. 

So, when I was recently invited to attend the 
music conference EIMA(Encuentros Internacionales 
de Musica Actual), organised by the musician 
and producer Philippe Boisier (ex-Panico), I didn't 
hesitate. I was supposed to organise a small debate 
about the Brazilian music scene, but I arrived too 
late and it was cancelled. I am glad I didn't do it; 
I don't think Chile has much to learn from us and 
I'll give three reasons why: 

Santiago The city itself is amazing and 
unexpected. Think Barcelona, now add a little of 
the old parts of Lisbon and the streets of Vienna, 
and you are almost there. At this time of the year, 
the mornings and nights are chilly, with a cold 
breeze, while the afternoons are burning hot. 
The view to the Andes is amazing and watching 
the sunset at 9pm is unexplainable. 

Radio One night we were driving to catch 
Javiera Mena play, and the radio in the car was 
playing Teenage Fanclub! This is something 
extremely important- no other country in South 
America has a station that plays 'real' music. They 
maybe have one programme, one show (as I do 
with Coquetel Molotov) but not a whole conscious 
station... and Chile has three! 

Mostro The nightlife in Santiago is hot and the 
audiences are great. The best live show I caught 
was Mostro, a crazy duo of improvisers using 
drums, guitars, keyboards and a lot of electronic 
paraphernalia. The band, brothers Carlos and Segun 
Reinoso, told me, "Our method of work is simple: 
after a couple of strong discussions and bad vibes, 
we improvise some melodies. Later we take the fun 
part of our jams and we give it a pop treatment. " 

My recommendation to those that haven't 
had the opportunity to travel so far is to find 
Quemasucabeza's compilation Panorama Neutral , 
which unites a few of the best bands from Chile, 
such as the ones mentioned above and others like 
Congelador, Fredi Michel and Shogun. And keep an 
eye and an ear on www.super45.cl. 
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Walter & Sabrina 

www.dannydarkrecords.com 



Out on 19th March 2007: 

Rock 'n' Roll 
Darkness 

Enhanced CD: 25 mins of music & 
15 min QuickTime movie. 
Cat#: DD1129. 
enhanced mr 



Also available: 

Chioma SuperNormal. The Dark Album 

DD1116 

"forget Neil Hannon, this is the Divine Comedy 
. . . perhaps best appreciated if you grasp the 
nettle and OD on the whole package." 
(Dan Warburton in Paris Transatlantic) 

Chioma Sings Tales of Danny Dark 

HCACD2/DD1114 

"The fact that it's clearly taken a superhuman act 
of will to bolt all this disparate material together is 
what gives the album its strange, edgy charm." 
(Keith Moline in Wire) 

plus 

Danny Dark Records Taster 

(enhanced CD: 47 mins of audio and 20 mins of 

video)DD1119 

Walter & Sabrina Play Pop; 

Walter & Sabrina Play Classical 

WSCD01/DD1113. 

Cornelius Cardew scores and recordings. 

UK distribution by Impetus 




LISA LINDLEY JONES 

ROAD TO NOWHERE 








C330D 



TTREMASTERED.CQ 



B. 
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Words: Andrew Clare, 
Everett True, Melissa 
Bradshawand kicking_k 
Illustration: Lady Lucy 



This month, the Plan B hive mind flirts with several 
disasters, glib thoughts of suicide and possibly each other 
in an over-heated prefab box which appears to be 
shrinking by the song. Turbulence ahead... 



fcefcinDe Parks 

Oh Fire 




Dinosaur Jr 

Been There All The Time (PIAS) 

More guitar'n'bass overload from the 
former kings of grunge Barlow and Mascis. 
Yes, they're still here. 

Melissa: My friend wentto a Dinosaur Jr 

gig the other day. He said there were lots 

of people there remembering when they 

were cool. 

Everett: J plays guitar like he's skateboarding: 

recklessly but fully in control. 

Andrew: It's good to see they've picked up 

some new tricks in their time off. 

Melissa: I mean the people who were there. 

Not Dinosaur Jr. Remembering themselves 

being cool. 

Kick: BREAKDOWN! 

Everett: A friend was telling me a couple of 

days ago about how, if you play the first and 

second Stiltskin singles at the same time, one 

in left ear, other in right, they sound identical; 

guitar breaks, middle eights, verses, every 

last beat.This reminds me of that, somehow. 

I rather like it, but then I always rather liked it. 

Kick: ANOTHER guitar solo ! 

Everett: Was that friend you, Andrew? 

Andrew: Yes. It was me. 

Kick: ANOTHER GUITAR SOLO. 

Herman Dune 

I Wish That I Could See You Soon 
(Source) 

Plan Bs February cover stars with first 
single from new album Giant. Strummy 
love-pop with angelic backing ladies. 
References Ramones, uses bongos. 

Kick: It sounds like a cruise ship. Full 

of hippies. 

Melissa: My mum and dad would be on this 

ship. Why does his voice wobble like that? 

Andrew: It sounds like a song from a Disney 

cartoon about baby turtles 

Kick: Drugs. Ooh ooh - can I reprise my line 

about 'a poor man's Jonathan Richman'? 
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Everett: Only if I can reprise my line about 

kicking_k being a 'poor man's David 

McNamee'. 

Kick: (I'm editing that out) 

Everett: (I'm editing that back in) 

Electrelane 

To The East (Too Pure) 

New single from this month's cover stars, 
taken from joyous new album, No Shouts, 
No Calls. A bittersweet motorik that heads 
down the autobahn and into the sunrise. 

Kick: 'Metronomic'. 

Melissa: Whoever is singing needs punching. 

Everett: I'd like to see you try. 

Melissa: OK. Fix it upthen. 

Andrew: I kinda like the singing. Actually, 

I like this. It's a bit wan, though. 

Kick: It's romantic. 

Everett: Beautiful drone, casually sweet 

singing, gorgeous glissandos, elegant 

pace. . .what's not to like? Better than Easter. 

Kick: I think you can almost hear that they 

don't live in the same place anymore. 

Kick: I like all the tuneful yelping. She really 

sounds like she's pining - and then you have 

those lower tones... 

Melissa:That was a really good yelp. 

Kick: I like that Electrelane can mix'n'match 

and accessorise styles casually nowadays. 

They totally know how to co-ordinate. 

Love Is All 

Nothing To Be Done (Parlophone) 

Skronky Swedes coverThe Pastels. Loudly. 
We loved the sax'n'violence of their Nine 
Times That Same Songalbum - but how 
will they re-interpret the titans of twee? 

Andrew: I've changed my icon to running 
horses because it goes with the song better. 
Everett: It don't sound much like the original. 
Kick: It's not grrreat. Sounds like a karaoke 
thing they might do at the end of a hard 
day's touring. 



Everett:The original is a really sweet, torpid 

duet between Stephen and Aggi that recalls 
-well, Electrelane more than this. I kinda like 
the rambunctious quality of this but I kinda, 
really, prefer the original . . . it was one of my 
favourite songs by one of my favourite bands 
in the Eighties. 

Andrew: Sorry, did someone say something? 
I was looking around the deskfor something 
I might be able to use for killing myself. 
Melissa: Envelope knife thingy! 
Andrew: Stapler is the best contender so far. 
KickiTRYTHE PLUG SOCKET. 
Andrew: Oh yeah . . . hang on . . . 
ZZZZZZZTTTTTTTTTTTTTTZZZZZZZZZZ. 
Kick: Singles Club claims its first fatality. . . 

Good Shoes 

Never Meant To Hurt You (Brille) 

Bright young things from south London get 
regretful. Endearingly arrogant and nicely- 
arranged - like a prettified Buzzcocks. 

Everett: Their debut album totally sounds like 

The Cure's Three Imaginary Boys, which (take 

this from a Cure hater) is a good thing. 

Kick: " Met a girl on a plane to Canada. " 

Bourgeois cockstand. 

Everett: I'd like to own one of those. 

Melissa: A cockstand? 

Everett: Yep. 

Melissa: Haven't you got one already? 

Everett: Shhh. 

Kick: " We looked like the perfect couple." 

Hateful self-absorption. 

Everett: These post-Franz Ferdinand vocals 

usually wind me up, but the Shoes just about 

pull it off. 

Andrew: I'll bet the singer turns his head 

upward to the left, but looks downward to 

the right at the same time while he's singing. 

Kick: I believe that's called 'getting MySpace 

atthemic'. 

Everett: Oh, this middle eight sycjs. I mean, 

skfhtywe. Damjn it, shyrgte. 



Melissa:They need punching too. 
Kick: Do you think there is an actual 
person this is written for, or was it just time 
to release the 'post break-up' song? Lot 
of £££ in the break-up song market. Lot of 
Hollyoaks spots... 

Infinitive Livez Vs Stade 

Unbiased Reductionism In 21st 
Century Music Practices (Big Dada) 

Longest ever titled free download, 
availableatwww.bigdada.com/yoot. 
From the Bethnal Green 'art hop' 
prankster's new LP, Art Brut Fe De Yoot. 

Andrew: I've changed my icon to a 

rubber ducky. 

Kick:This does sound a bit like bathtime. 

Andrew: I'd like to hear an instrumental 

version of this. 

Everett: Reminds me of Mayo Thompson's 

situationism. Nice use of silence. 

Kick: I like it when he's singing more than 

doing impressions. 

Andrew: Yeah, it does have a Red Crayola 

kinda vibe about it somehow. 

Everett: Like the chuckle in his voice. 

Kick: Do they do the music first, or the vocal? 

Melissa:They did it all at once. 

EverettThis is great. What d'ya call it? It 

pisses all over the sp-jazz. 

Andrew: It's like. . .glitch hop? 

Melissa: It's supposed to be art hop! 

Tinchy Stryder 

Break Away (Takeover) 

Following two mixtapes in 2006, Ruff 
Sqwad's little'un is the debut release from 
new label run by two 1 8-year- olds. 
Kick: Grime divas! It's very US hip hop so far. 
Melissa: Oh, it's produced by Davinche. 
Kick: Wait, that buzzsaw bass thing is better. 
Melissa: Yeah, very much following on from 
Ruff Sqwad style last year, there's some effect 
on the vocals that I like... 
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I bet the singer turns his head upward to the left, but 
looks downward to the right at the same time while 
he's singing 



Kick: Ruff Sqwad bring DRAMA. 

Everett: Is this the intro music for the latest 

series of The X- Factor! 

Kick: It's classy. 

Andrew: Kinda obvious, but nice. It's a bit 

2001, though. 

Andrew: How many more of these do we 

have to do? 

Benga 

Crunked Up (Tempa) 

Heavy tech dubstep from the scene's 

teen sensation, straight outta Croydon. 

"Check how he uses blues chords and 

modal shizzle," enthused Plan B in last 

year's dubstep primer. 

Melissa: Benga dances like a chicken. 

Kick: 'Minimal'. 'Icy'. 

Andrew: Changed my icon to chess pieces. 

Melissa: Where's the bass? Oh, there. 

Kick: Sounds like a woodpecker making 

ice-cubes. But here comes the hoover! 

Andrew: I think we need some bigger 

speakers in there. 

Kick: Like a Rubik's cube. I don't know how, 

but it does. 

Melissa: Yeah man, it sounds weedy on this 

stereo. No, I know what you mean. It's kind 

of square but it goes round and round. It will 

knock you over with its nasty corners. I don't 

get the crunk comparison really tho. 

Kick: Lil Jon wd say. . .WHAAAAAAAAAAT? 

Melissa: BIIIIIITCH! 

Kick: OKAY! 

Andrew: Sounds like there's a whole tune 

going on in the sub that we're not even 

hearing... 

Everett: Got a nice relentless feel. 

Kick: Damn you Plan B office speakers! You 

ruin careers! 

Everett: Damn you PlanB office! 

Kick: You ruin careers! 

Melissa: I think this is tune is rude anyway, 

I've heard it out, I danced like a chicken. 



Siobhan Donaghy 

Don't Give It Up (Parlophone) 

After a lengthy lay-off honing her 
songwriting, the ex-Sugababe 
combines with Keane/U2 producer for 
this featherweight release. 

Melissa: I really liked the Sugababes before 
the cool one left. Mutya. 
Kick: It's like the whole backing track slid 
off the edge like half-melted ice cream. 
Kick: I like this bit. It's silly. Lots of multi- 
tracked tralalas and. . .oh -there it goes 
again. . . It's like the power keeps going. 
Everett: Reminds me of that other great lost 
Siobhan, Shakespear's Sister. 
Kick: But at least it's not predictable. 
I think I might actually like bits of this. It's 
like this insane ballad that keeps getting 
disconnected from itself. 
Andrew:The chorus makes me think of late 
Cocteau Twins stuff. 

Melissa: Yes, when the voices spread out into 
bizarre choirs... 

Kick:The suits must have been like, " Right - 
and this is the single?" 

Amusement Parks On Fire 

AStarlsBornEP(V2) 

Eight-man band from Nottingham 
aim for widescreen soundtracks with 
a track seemingly recorded by Sigur 
Ros' swimming pool . 

Melissa: I'm going to puke. 
Andrew: My BloodyValentine. 
Kick: My Bloody Awful Valentine. 
Everett: Man, U2 have a lot of fans, don't 
they? This is like a cross between Shields 
andTheEdge. 

Kick:The man is singing in tune.The guitars 
are ably played. The beat is correctly spaced. 
Then what is wrong? Why is it so hateful? 
Melissa: Oh, but they've rendered the vocals 
somewhat indiscernible, that must count 
for something. 



Everett: This is what 1 990 sounded like. 
Were you even alive then? 
Melissa: I was 1 0. 1 played the oboe. 
Andrew: Changing my icon to 'rocket 
launch'. It's the closest I have to 'vomit 
launch'. 

Everett: I was 30. 1 had plenty of vomit 
launch. I mean, lunch. 
Melissa: Gross-you ate vomitfor lunch? 
Everett: Only when I couldn't be bothered to 
get up and cook. 

Melissa: I feel sick. Let's all be sick together. 
Everett: CAN I HAVE DIBS ONTHE LTTLE BITS 
OF CARROT? 

Kick:This is what you brought us to, 
Amusement Parks On Fire. Our editor-in- 
chief threatening to eat his own puke. I hope 
you are happy. 

Bricolage 

Looting Takes The Waiting Out Of 
Wanting (Fantastic Plastic) 

Spiky Glasgow four-piece who once 
supported Scots post-punk heroes 
Fire Engines - can that endear them 
to our panel? 

Andrew: Changed my icon to a friendly 

dog. 

EverettThis is like indie pop, isn't it? Do we 

like indie pop? 

Kick: 'Jaunty'. 

Andrew: Point. 

Everett: 'Chirpy'. 

Andrew: Less. 

Everett: I hate this more than swimming. 

In vomit. 

Kick: Do you like swimming? In water? 

Everett: No. 

Kick:Thoughtso. 

Andrew:The video for this would be like 

a wedding party or something. 

Melissa: Slap tits cat fan. 

Andrew: I am changing my icon to a 

plug socket. 



New Young Pony Club 

The Bomb (Modular) 

Cool and considered east London outfit 
whose live instrumentation has led to quite 
a demand on the club circuit. Can they 
follow the sweetly insidious 'Ice Cream'? 

Melissa: Is she a Shoreditch twat? 

Kick: I like the noise that goes "oh-wo-wo ", 

but like thru an aluminium tube. 

Andrew: Changing my icon to a stunt bike. 

Everett: 'Ultra-modern'. 

Andrew:This is fucking atrocious. 

Everett:They call themselves 'Disco hipsters'. 

Is that some form of dress? 

Kick: I think this song's OK, but a bit. . . 

sedate, maybe. I like that our designer mostly 

expresses himself through changing his icon. 

HETHINKS IN PICTURES. 

Andrew: I'll bet she turns her head up to the 

right while looking down to the left when 

she sings. 

Kick: LIKETHE EGYPTIANS! 

Everett: I mostly think in numbers. Negatives, 

usually. 

Melissa: I bet she puts her left hand in the air, 

palm facing upwards, too. 

Everett: Got a teeny bit of The B-52s in there. 

Andrew:That's because I'm art rock and 

you're math rock. 

Everett: FUCK! 35! 50805.7! 5/4! 

Kick: I think bands on the cusp of indie dance 

can get lazy and just assume the remixers 

will do the business afterward. 

Andrew: Picture of a vase. 

Everett: -5. 

Andrew: Picture of a moody face behind 

a rainy windscreen smoking a tab. 

Kick: Singles Club is like a personality test. 

Everett: 76% >»» 34$ 

Kick: Or an endurance trial. 

Everett: F1! 

Andrew: It is life-sucking torture. 

Kick: Everyone goes A LITTLE BIT MAD. 

Andrew: Can I go now please? 
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when we meet 

Words: David McNamee and kicking_k 



Plan B secretes honey from the following highly developed new glands 




Pre 

Mostly sound like a team ■ 

a stone lion. Except the lion ib anve. mmu 

does not much enjoy being chiseled. Cue: 

a cacophonous hate-in between artists and 

animal, or: expressive-hammer-beat-meets- 

guitar-roar-psycho-safari. 

www.myspace.com/prepreprepre 



123ten 

Caught the very first gig of this Toronto teen- 
trio in December and they were just instantly 
fallinlovewithable. Claire, Rosy and Anna do 
semi-dance routines and sing genius playground 
pop songs about squirrel babies and odes to Tool. 
1 23ten are so fun and friendly that they homemade 
a 1 23ten T-shirt for every person who attended that 
first gig! www.myspace.com/123ten 

Aa 

Pitch for world's most pretentious car advert, 
take two. Dusk. Mirrored skyscrapers. A car carved 
from a single block of wood is set almost luxuriantly 
on fire. The smoke from resultant conflagration 
disobeys the laws of physics, crystallising in the air 
above, a quartz-like rock formation tapering from 



Looking for a nervous 
gospel inferno that 
could rip you right 
apart? 



wristlike stem to overhanging mass. As the wooden 
car eases impossibly forward, reflected in various 
smoked panes like cubist animations, the block of 
smoke droops, falls to earth. A ricochet kills the 
cameraman, www.myspace.com/alittlea 

Cadence Weapon 

If you ever wondered what breed of wow 
a Pitchfork writer turned hip hop artiste 
might sound like, stop wondering and get to 
witnessing. But to fill the awkward space while 
you single-finger type the MySpace addy, I'll list 
some distinguishing characteristics: drums that 
alternate exclamation and question mark, three 
indulgent layers of synth scribble and well- 
considered mutterings delivered with poise. 
www.myspace.com/cadenceweapon 



The Micra 

The Micragirls k 

14-year-old naifs .. , _ _ , 

but they bash out awesome razor-blade 
rock'n'roll tunes like 'Queen Of The 
Cavemen' and the Shaggs-y 'My My 
Micraboy'. Every single tune on their double- 
disc debut is f rickin' awesome and the three 
Finnish girls have a brilliantly intuitive way 
with ramshackle rhythm. In their matching 
uniforms, they look like the frumpiest, 
shyest, ace-est girl scout troupe in Finland. 
www.myspace.com/micragirls 



Dub Sweden 

Helmed by the elegant vocal drama of Jenny's sister, 
Anna Wilson, Dub Sweden offer a musical chassis 
of Daz-white synthetic reggae and bouncy Swedish 
indiepop. Hipsters over here will sneer, but if you're 
too cool to let yourself fall in love with a pop song as 
gorgeous as 'We're So Loud', your heart may as well 
be deep-frozen, www.myspace.com/dubsweden 

The Duloks 

Disco Pistol looked set to be the greatest DIY pop 
band of the Nineties, but after two ultra-limited 
singles and a lot of drooling fanzine pieces, the 
teenage Reading band evaporated. Ten years later, 
Disco Pistol leader Mira Manga is still a brilliantly 
am-dram starlet and her new band, The Duloks, 
make genius lo-fi pop tunes like 'Red Wizard Needs 
Food Badly' - a fashionably 8-bit Gauntlet reference 
from a gloriously uncool band. 
www.myspace.com/theduloks 

Gallhammer 

Hellhammer, the unsigned progenitors to Eighties 
Euro-thrash overlords Celtic Frost, are something 
of a footnote even to the most bearded, bellied, 
old man metal geeks, so it's bizarre to find three 
manga-cute Tokyo girls who have clutched them 
to their hearts and vowed to carry the torch of that 
band ("and Amebix"). To be honest, you kind 
of wish Gallhammer would do a bit more musically, 
but Vivian Slaughter's grindcore vocals fucking rip. 
www.gallhammer.com 

Gowns 

Ultra-intimate cracked digital storytelling gospel 
duo who get as tight as a knife-point before 
opening up the alienating space between mind 
and malfunctioning body. The nameless mouths 
intoning the words start like they're always breaking 





The Blankket 

"This is a solo band about feelings of fear, 
shame and personal abjection," says Ninja 
High School/Barcelona Pavilion renegade 
Steve Kado. "It is also about my personal 
dislike for dogs and other loud/leaky 
animals. My aversion to the fantastic, 
especially when compared to the stunning 
excess of the normal and the real, is also 
a really heavy issue." Steve's current 
Blankket project is a record of Bruce 
Springsteen covers about capital and the 
culture industry, butthenextoneisthemed 
on the theories of Frankfurt School jazz- 
basher Theodor Adorno and sounds like, 
"Einsturzende Neubaten meets the Latin 
parts of Aztec Camera". 
www.myspace.com/theblankket 



an awkward silence, only an occasional beeper 
chirrup to signal distance and disconnection, 
repeating themselves as the backing track 
sprouts like a bonsai forest around their words. 
One ex-Amps For Christ plus one ex-Mae Shi, 
who's also the son of synthesiser godhead Don 
Buchla (HOLY FUCKING OSCILLATORS - Synths Ed), 
and practise in a "crumbling mansion". This band 
are a myth in the making. 
www.myspace.com/gowns 

No Dynamics 

Remember when The Gossip were all wounded 
hearts and ecstatic dance-fuck healing energy? 
Remember when Glass Candy just had to take over 
the world and stamp stiletto prints all over its face? 
Looking for a nervous gospel inferno loaded with 
an imperious nihilism that could rip you right apart? 
No Dynamics, Toronto, Canada. Dance and die, 
motherfucker, dance and die. 
www.myspace.com/nononodynamics 

One-Two 

Dictionary definition breezy anglo-gallic pop 
so finely manicured their fingers probably look 
like miniature hooves. If sighing in tune is an 
artform, ready your heart-to-pipe section for 
copycat action. Perhaps in an effort to counter 
such candy-floss references, they choose to illustrate 
their MySpace pad with a flash animation of the 
duo crucified, pants-down, skulls for heads, and 
zooming back and forth like the playthings of 
perverse poltergeists. 
www.myspace.com/powerpopuptothetop 
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FEIST 



lJ 



REMINDER 

Album Out 
23rd April 

Featuring 

Gonzales, Jamie Lidell, Mocky 
& Eirik Glambek Boe from 
Kings of Convenience 



To get a free download and win 
exclusive tickets to a private Feist gig, 
go to www.discoverfeist.com 



www.listentofeist.com 
www.myspace.com/feist 
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read the label: bo'weavil records 

Words: Frances Morgan 



I just about remember the jumble sale where my 
mother scored the Folkways records for a few 
pence. The records - by Brownie McGhee and 
Sonny Terry - came in matte sleeves made of stiff, 
strokeable card; the art was line-drawn in black, 
white and yellow. And I remember how, in the early 
Eighties, our house often seemed to twang with 
incongruous Delta blues. But what I remember most 
isthetangibility-the sight, smell andtexture-of 
those records, compared to the others we owned. 

Mark Morris, owner of London-based label 
Bo'Weavil, puts out similarly tactile, heavyweight 
vinyl and CDs, which not only tap into our fondness 
for a beautiful product, but also spring from 
something deeper than nostalgic commodity 
fetishism - often honouring musicians like Henry 
Flynt, Shirley Collins and Anne Briggs whose work 
was underpinned by personal or political radicalism. 
The label's new releases also come from the outer 
edges of acoustic music, including interpretations 
of traditional songs leagues away from the soft- 
focus fluff frequently sold as 'folk' these days. 

Bo'Weavil began life in late 2004, with two 
releases by maverick New York artist and composer 
Henry Flynt. Locust's CD reissues of Flynt's music, 
says Morris, represented, "Something I'd wanted to 
hear for years, someone using traditional American 
folk, but applying the principles of avant-garde 
music. " The albums were no longer available on 
vinyl, however, so Morris' mission began. 

He has continued to champion such marginal 
recordings, seeking out music that at first appears 
disparate - British folk, Israeli psych, free jazz, 
experimental acoustic guitar - but that seems 
bound together by an unspoken set of values. 
What is it that links Bo'Weavil music? 

"The starting point is my taste, to a degree," 
Morris replies. "But through running the label, I've 
realised that people who listen to avant-garde or 
improvised music also are interested in traditional 
music. Sometimes I like to listen to quite challenging 
music, in terms of improvisation, and it's balanced 
out by listening to traditional music, which is simpler 
in structure. They work hand in hand. " 

Bo'Weavil's new releases often realise this 
relationship via the actual sound of artists such as 
James Blackshaw, Sir Richard Bishop, Rob Mullander 
and Wooden Spoon, all of whom explore the 
guitar's potential for taking traditional forms 
and expanding upon them. Morris agrees that, 
in a sense, "The guitar line [referred to on the label 
website as 'Wooden Weavil'] picks up on everything 
that the label has done up until now." 

So what prompted you to release new music? 

" I wanted to put something out where I was 
part of the process. If I do a more 'straight' folk 
release that's contemporary, it has to be very 
traditional in its sound," he cautions, citing Leaves 
From Off The Tree, Sharron Kraus, Meg Baird and 
Helena Espvall's recent album of traditional songs, 
on which the artists are "all rooted in traditional folk 
music, and sing in an austere, true form". 

Alongside further folk material from Kraus, 
Bo'Weavil's 'avant' wing is coming to the fore in '07. 
Morris enthuses about a new recording by London 
improv trio Alan Wilkinson, Steve Noble and John 
Edwards, and the debut album by David Keenan and 
Alex Neilson's Tight Meat Duo, as well as a reissue of 
saxophonist Noah Howard's 1 969 album Black Arc. 

" I'll also be starting a line in psychedelia," he 
adds. "The first thing is an Israeli record from 1968 
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'People who listen 
to avant-garde music 
are also interested in 
traditional music' 




by a guy called Danny Ben-Israel. . .That's one side 
of the label that I most enjoy- bringing something 
that no one's heard of to a different crowd. " 

A case in point is Zedek Zecharia's hypnotic 
Kurdish Melodies OnZorna. "In America, it's gone 
down a storm -well, a few hundred copies, which 
is pretty good ! " Morris laughs. " It also links with 
when I say I'm dealing with folk music: to me, it's 
any music from any place in the world that's played 
by a community, for a community." 

Of the current vogue for folk-based music, he 
is philosophical. "Some very good traditional folk 
music will have reached people who have never 
heard it before - and some of them will continue 
to listen to it, probably for the rest of their lives. " 

I don't think it's too glib to add that Bo'Weavil is 
just the label to inspire such a long-term devotion. 

www.boweavilrecordings.com 




22 | plan b 




TURN THE LIGHTS OUT 

/1ARC 19 LP/CD 





New Album Out Now 




www.blonde-redhead.com 
www.4ad.com 
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Tour Diary: Steven Ansell 
Illustration: Vincent Vanoli 



Hitting the yellow brick road 
with Blood Red Shoes 



Belfast 

This tour starts with us heading to Ireland with our 
friends Lowers. We drove up to Nottingham last 
nightto collect them, stayed up all nighttalking 
crap, then got a ferry first thing in the morning. So 
the first show is a little interesting on account of the 
lack of sleep, and the fact that the stage seems to 
bounce every time I hit the bass drum, which means 
all of the mics and the drum kit start falling about... 
it's more like damage limitation than a musical 
performance. But hey, people in Belfast are cool 
and we get to play with Lafaro, a heavy proposition 
-we're sick of playing with 'indie' bands in England. 

Derry 

Wake up to a phone interview with a radio station. 
I'm not particularly compos mentis at 1 1 .30am at 
the best of times, don't realise it's live, and swear 
a couple of times. I knew Laura should have done it. 

The backstage area is a totally separate bar, 
which they don't use while bands play. This means 
it's easy for over-excited bands to help themselves. 
This happens. Once. Twice. Three times. Too many 
times. Sadly, the venue find out later in the evening 
(they were checking CCTV footage to see how 
many people had paid into the gig) so we slope off 
to a Travelodge with Lowers, drink some more and 
practise our stupid Irish accents ("hello dere" and 
"potatoes") for the impending trip to Dublin. 

Dublin 

Today we're playing in the basement of a bar called 
the Lower Deck, promoted by some great people 
called the Ballroom Of Romance, who make great 
posters and free CDs for their shows. In other 
words, Real Promoters who take pride in what 
they do. 

The crowd is the biggest yet, bolstered by the 
addition of several of Laura- Mary's relatives (who 




all seem to live here). So the show is great fun, the 
crowd is lively and appreciative and a whole bunch 
of them seem pretty keen on heading to the second 
show, which we find out is at a goth/rock bar called 
Fibber McGee's on the other side of the river. It's one 
of those places that everyone takes the piss out of 
but goes to anyway. 

So we sling our stuff in the van (the van is called 
Nancy, by the way) and head across there, where a 
piece of shit one-time Prodigy support act is playing 
until the promoter kicks them off. It's nearing 3am. 
We jump on, hastily set up, gee up the crowd and 
play a whole two songs before the PA is cut and 
the bouncers get onstage and tell us to stop. So we 
ignore them, our sound guy turns up the monitors 
and the crowd get onstage so they can still hear us. 




I want a riot. I want chaos. 
I want so many people 
here that we all run out 
of oxygen 



All of which makes the bouncers pretty 
upset, so they start trying to pull 
Laura's guitar away from her (she 
moves too fast) and steal my 
drumsticks (I have loads of spares). 
It's pretty satisfying seeing 
bouncers in the position where 
there are far too many people 
to handle. Sadly, the people who 
asked us to play are in trouble and 
may even have their night cancelled 
for us running late... 



Limerick 

I think this gig is the first one that allows under-1 8s 
and you can tell the difference, it's a lot more lively. 
Pretty early on we end up with a load of people 
onstage, who decide that rather than conform 



to the convention of throwing themselves about 
like loons, they'd rather sit down and shake 
a tambourine. Curious. They get more and more 
lively, though, and by the end it's pretty chaotic. 
We had to chase a kid we found pissing in a 
cupboard backstage, who then proceeded to ask 
my advice about whether he should quit school 
to be in a band. "What are your band like?" I ask. 
"Like The Libertines," he says. Not sure I'm really 
the right person to be advising people whether 
to stay in school or not, but I know another band 
"like The Libertines" ain'twhat the world needs. 

Southampton 

Tonight we're playing with Ratt:Att:Agg and Damn 
Arms. The people are lively and rowdy and all good 
things a crowd should be. We're starting to think 
that maybe this band is working out: people know 
the words and everything. Next stop Top 40, yeah? 

We urn and ahh about whether to stay in 
Southampton or head back to Brighton - in the 
end the lure of the hometown wins. The only 
problem being that Fin the techie actually lives in 
Worthing, and Laura-Mary and I are both homeless. 
So the three of us end up crashing on the floor of 
our practice space, which is apparently haunted. 

Brighton 

Well, this should be cool - it's the hometown show. 
The word is that it's sold out and the capacity is 
pretty small, so we're hoping the venue will be 
flexible with the legal limit of people. I want a riot. 
I want chaos. I want so many people here that we 
all run out of oxygen. Today also marks the first 
outing of the firsttour compilation CD I made to go 
on in-between the bands. It covers Slayer, Michael 
Jackson, Devo, Blur and Bikini Kill. A lot of people 
ask me when the album is out and whenever I reply, 
"September or October" everyone complains that 
it's ages. WE HAVEN'T RECORDED IT YET, OK? 

Cardiff 

The sound guy is nice, and the bar staff are cool, but 
there's fuck-all organisation. No one knows much 
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about us, or our rider, or anything about the show really. Luckily, the crowd more 
than make up for it. They're hella rowdy and we get people onstage beating 
cowbells, waving tambourines and yelling lyrics back at us. And we get an 
encore, so we play our surf tune where Laura-Mary drums and I play guitar. King 
Alexander play in 'support' and are great. Except they explain to us that they are 
on a flyer deal, whereby they are given flyers to give out, get paid £1 for each 
person with a flyer (but only after the first 20 come through). So it's pretty much 
a pay-to-play scenario, which is ugly, disrespectful and exploitative. Nice one, 
Cardiff Barfly. And nice one for keeping our possessions secure in the dressing 
room; some fucking pervert stole a pair of Laura's jeans (her favourite pair too). 
Not the booze or the laptop, her jeans. Give them back, you fucker. 

Coventry 

The day the bugs strike ! We get to Coventry pretty early so we head into town 
to go shopping. Fin hates shopping so he goes to the museum. Laura-Mary and 
I buy comedy matching underwear from Primark, and the security guard gets 
shirty at me for running up the escalator backwards. Yes, I know Primark were 
busted for using sweatshop labour (despite the signs all over their shop saying 
'Primark is part of the ethical trading initiative'). Sadly, sometimes I give in, and 
these knickers saying 'I'm with the band' are great. 

Glasgow 

This is one of the decent Barflys, run by Brian who I've know for ages and who 
actually likes music and wants to treat bands well. Sadly, Laura-Mary is feeling 
pretty ill now, so the lush rider and nice Mexican food we're treated to isn't as 
enjoyable as it should be. There are Record Label people around again and they 
are nice to Laura when she's feeling ill. The audience are also lovely and very 
sympathetic to her ailing throat- we even skip some songs and they're still cool. 
Thank you Glasgow people, we will play you loads of songs next time. 

Edinburgh 

This should be good, it's run by I Fly Spitfires, who are some of our favourite 
promoters in the UK. One of the gang is Gavwho came to pick us up from Leeds 
and drive us; Fin is still knee-deep in germs. 

We play on the proviso that I will need to sing some of Laura's parts because 
her voice is all but lost, and once again, people are very understanding - we get 
the vibe that it was better for us to play a little croaky than to cancel the show, 
which we nearly did. Well, better in terms of what the ticket-buyers wanted, 
at least. 

Afterwards I go out with the I Fly Spitfires gang to a nice bar whereupon 
I rant about Iggy Pop being the coolest living human, and manage to make 
enough sarcastic comments to the staff that I get us kicked out. God, I feel like 
that guy from REM when he was on a plane. What have I become? I'm not even 
rich or famous. What's wrong with me? 



playlist: annie nightingale 

Illustration: Kai Wong 



LCD Soundsystem 

North American Scum (DFA) 

At their thumping sing-a-long best, like 
Talking Heads on a speed rant; should 
bring them from NYC to their UK tour 
on the crest of a big wave of popularity. 

Kraf ty Kuts 

There They Go (AgainstThe Grain) 

Triple winner at the Breakspoll Awards this 
year, Krafty is a really talented DJ, which 
doesn't necessarily make him (or any other 
DJ) a good composer of music. But this 
time, he's got some high exuberance that 
picks you up and runs with you. Dynamite 
MC provides the... dynamite vocal factor. 

Lady Sovereign 

My England (Universal) 

A message to her growing amount of 
followers in the US that she "ain't posh 
like the Queen "along with the other 
patience-sapping explanations you have 
to give to Yanks who have never been 
to the UK to correct the complete falsity 
of our image abroad (thanks mostly to 
Helen Mirren, Hugh Grant andWorking 
Title film productions). Good on yer Sov, 
I love this! 

Alex Gaudino 

Destination Calabria (Data) 

It has an addictive riff which worms 
into your inner ear. The lead sound is 
somewhere between an accordion 
and a tuba parping out this repetitive 
"dah dah dah dah dada didah, dah 
dah dah dah, dada di dah " hook, and 
my CD has seven mixes, all of which 
exploit that little music figure to the 
max. It's a tune that will be unavoidable 
in any public place this summer, I would 
think- if you don't like it now, you'll hate 
it by September. 



Far Too Loud 

What's Goin' On (Funkatech) 

Also Breakspoll awardsters, and onto 
a winning breaks sound, with this track 
and an even meaner number called 
'Shredder' - especially as they come 
from genteel Guildford in Surrey, where 
I would imagine just about any bass is 



'Dah dah dah 
dah dada di dah, 
dah dah dah dah, 
dada di dah' 



considered 'far too loud'. Bring on the 
Noise Police! 

Dub Pistols (featuring Terry 
Hall and Rodney P) 

Rapture (Best) 

I'm not really a fan of just-for-the-sake- 
of-itmash-ups- and this isn't one! It's 
a cover version of the Blondie classic, but 
adding something enigmatic, which you 
oughtta do if you are gonna mess with 
a near-perfect original. 

I will always have a soft spot for Terry, 
for maintaining the most droll, miserable 
expression possible all those years on 
Top Of The Popswhen all around him 
were grinning and screaming. TOT? 
gone -Terry Hall? Right here, thank you 
very much. 

Who's smiling now? 

Y4K Presents Annie Nightingale is released 
26 March. 

Annie Nightingale's new Radio 1 show 
is on Sunday nights, 2am-4am. Listen 
online afwww.bbc.co.uk/radio1 
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Fhat music did your parents buy for 
rou as a kid? 

" My parents ditched out on me when I was really 
young but my uncle Eric used to make me listen to his 
old Skrewdriver and Klansmen LPs. They kicked ass but 
I didn't really get what they were all about until I got 
a little older. Paul Simon's Graceland 'was probably 
my favourite before I discovered Weird Al Yankovic" 
(Johnny Tony, Titan) 

" My mom was way into Linda Ronstadt and The 
Rolling Stones. My dad was way into jazz and reggae. 
I think my first personal faves were 'Mammas, Don't 
Let Your Babies Grow Up To Be Cowboys' and 'The 
Gambler' by Kenny Rodgers- and Willie Nelson, I was 
really into him. 

"The first stuff I bought was maybe pop stuff like 
Men At Work or Tears For Fears, Wham! Then my friend 
Shiloh's older sister got us into The Cure and goth stuff. 
That was major. My first concert was them at 1 1 and 
thenMorrisseyat12..." 
(BARR) 




why i hate. ..writing about music 

Words: Daniel Trilling 

Illustration: Thorn Dowse 



What did you get into as a teenager 
and/or awkward rebellious phase? 

"Drugs and alcohol and beer. Making napalm from 
gasoline and Styrofoam. I didn't know that the 
combination made napalm until this older kid '69 
Mike' (his nickname because he drove a '69 Camero) 
told us it was. 

"We thought we were just making drugs to huff, 
but my uncle used to take us to the freeway overpass 
and we would light these jars filled with that shit on 
fire and chuck them at cars driving under us. We never 
got busted once. My uncle was also a cop, so I'm sure 
that had something to do with it." 
(Johnny Tony, Titan) 

Did you ever go so far as to identify 
as a member of a subgenre or part 
of a scene? Goth? Punk? B-boy or 
B-girl? Mod? 

"Kind of a hybrid B-boy/Punk/Headbanger. Metallica, 
Mercyful Fate, Metal Church, Venom, Slayer, Hallows 
Eve. Shit like that. Trouble, Sodom, Death Angel, you 
know, Exodus, Possessed, Vader. All that shit. King 
Diamond, Nuclear Assault, Kreator, Emerson Lake And 
Powell. But right now I like to identify as a Gamer." 
(Johnny Tony, Titan) 

"After goth I pretty much was always into just 
one kind of thing and fully identified hard hard 
hard with that one thing, gear-wise, attitude-wise, 
everything. I got into punk through skateboarding, 
then industrial, then rap, then indie rock, then drum 
and bass, then noise. . .At one point, when I was 1 9 
and in college, I stopped listening to everything but 
free jazz because I felt like it was the only valid true 
music. . . But my father had also just died and I think 
I was losing my mind. Then I realised that I liked 
everything and life could be fun and not torture." 
(BARR) 



There is a Viking at the bottom of my garden. He 
sailed across the common and beached his longboat 
right where my landlord's pet cemetery used to be. 
I don't notice at first, because I'm too engrossed in 
Friday's copy of Guardian Film & Music- one man is 
saying that the Eighties were better than the Sixties 
but not as good as the Seventies and another has 
explained why mixtapes are better than iPods. 



'You fucking idiot. 
Everyone can see 
through you' 



I finish reading the paper and am about to 
start writing a review of two new CDs by Tussle 
and ! ! ! when the decomposed head of a childhood 
bunny friend comes crashing through my bedroom 
window. Then I hear tiny fast footsteps (the Viking 
is very short) climbing the stairs to my room. 

"Who do you think you are, " he shouts as he 
axes through my door. "That clown from the 'I'm 
a PC, I'm a Mac' adverts? You certainly look it, with 
your stupid green T-shirt and that silvery monstrosity 
of a laptop. You going to write a novel on it, or 
something? No, you're not, are you?" 

I want to tell him that I do write things on my 
laptop, but my voice goes all spluttery and he 
interrupts me before I can finish. 

"You fucking idiot," he rages. "Everyone can 
see through you. They know you don't have an 



adequate enough knowledge of bands, genres and 
record labels to write about music. " 

"But my opinion's just as valid as anyone else's," 
I protest. 

The Viking gives me a slap. He looks vexed for 
a moment, then very patiently explains to me why 
lam wrong. He explains that far from escaping the 
crass commercialism of the mainstream music press, 
I am writing myself into a corner. The Viking says 
there is no point telling people whether a band is 
good or not, because they can listen to them on 
the internet in a shorter time than it takes them to 
read a review. He says I'm rubbish at translating my 
emotional response to music into words on a page 
and points out that I find the act of writing about 
music as enjoyable as unnecessary dental surgery. 
I try and explain to the Viking that my writing is 
more than just a cog in the promotional machine, 
that I'm enhancing the listening experience of 
anyone who cares to read what I write, but he's 
having none of it. He hits me over the head with the 
blunt end of his axe and it all goes black for a while. 

There is a Viking at the foot of my bed. He 
moved in at the weekend and has set up camp on 
top of my stereo. My laptop is encircled by flaming 
torches and the dismembered remains of Linus the 
cat. I daren't think about writing, because every 
time I make a move for pen and paper, the Viking 
shoots me an evil look. He knows what's really going 
on inside me -that if I try and tell you how music 
makes me feel it would make me a liar. That if I tell 
you music is beautiful or ugly it would make me 
a fool. That if I tell you music is important it would 
make me boring. 

Really, he's doing itformyowngood. 
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why i love... 
playing second violin 

Words: Abi Bliss 

Illustration: Anke Weckmann 



I'm a musical hypocrite. The things I love most 
about music are nothing unusual and can be 
found spattered through these pages any month: 
newness, complexity, grit, vulnerability, accidents, 
risk-taking, individualism, ideas. But then, every 
Tuesday evening, I go and sit in a room with 40 
other people, in a hierarchical semicircular 
formation. There, we play music from yellowed, 
crumbling scores that was old even when the sheets 
were crisp and white. We willingly submit to arcane 
rules and conventions - directions in Italian, 1 2/8 
time, double flats - dreamt up in a period when a 
well-tempered clavichord was a novelty. More often 
than not, our pieces end this way - bam-bam-bam- 
bam-BAM! [rest] TA-DAAHH! - because that's what 
1 8th Century people did for excitement. And we 
do it all when and how a man with a baton says so, 
and not otherwise. 

Yes, I play in an orchestra, and it's considerably 
more fun than the last Mogwai album. I play second 
violin and, as my boyfriend and neighbours would 
tell you if I ever got round to practising, I play it 
pretty badly. But the advantages of an amateur 
orchestra go beyond not having to worry about 
getting sacked. The main one - and this makes 
me such a hypocrite that I should probably be put 



in stocks wearing an Oasis T-shirt - is that we play 
traditional, chocolate box and Classic FM-cheesy 
repertoire: Beethoven, Mozart and Mendelssohn. 
You would think that I should be rushing off to 
discover contemporary composition; that my love 
of Sonic Youth would lead me to Glen Branca and 
Steve Reich, that Shostakovich would scratch that 
dischord itch. I am open to the idea. Just don't make 
my not nimble enough hands have to play any of it. 



I can still read music! 
How did I learn that? 



The reason why I find orchestra so rewarding 
is nothing to do with what you hear on classical 
albums. It's not even to be found sitting in the 
audience at a concert: I enjoy the rehearsals more 
than the concerts and would play even if no one 
turned up to watch. For me, it's to do with how 
playing immerses you in sound. It feels like sitting 
among the branches of an ancient, twisty tree, 
with foliage made of melodies, chords and swirling 
rhythms. You can focus on one leaf, or crane your 



neck back and try to grasp the totality, yet it's far 
too complex and changeable to ever do both. And 
sitting back isn't really an option, anyway: you're 
part of the pattern, busy weaving your own notes 
and pauses into the whole. I don't surf, but I imagine 
there's something similar in that combination of 
control and balance amid helplessness in the face 
of something larger and unstoppable. 

I played violin for many years at school, before 
scales and studies became less appealing than 
sitting in my bedroom trying to pick out PJ Harvey's 
'Sheela-Na-Gig' on guitar. Taking it up again six 
months ago, it felt like part of my brain that had 
been locked for many years was slowly unfurling. 
Wow, I can still read music! How did I learn that? 

Thanks to the opportunity of free school lessons 
(until funding was cut in the mid-Nineties), there 
must be lots of other lapsed players out there. 
Perhaps I should seek them out, gather together 
the owners of all those dusty cellos and unloved 
oboes so that we can start our own group. We 
could play by our own rules, leave out the fusty 
parts and save our love for the good bits. We'd 
create our own 3D soundworld without having to 
be out of tune with the rest of our musical lives. . . 

Anyone got an 'A, then? 
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'I didn't make Throwing 
Muses my soundtrack, 
it just kind of happened 

tome' 



personal geography: kristin hersh 

Words: Abi Bliss 




The former Throwing Muse picks five records with a special sense of place 



"You know, honestly, this is embarrassing, 
but I didn't listen to musicfor many years..." 

Kristin Hersh drawls casually down the line. 
Kristin, husband/manager Billy and their three 
sons are parked at an M 1 service station, a few 
weeks into a lengthy tour supporting Kristin's 
latest, Learn To Sing Like A Star. Lorries whip 
past, drowning out the sound of the youngest 
child being gently cajoled into eating some 
asparagus. And I'm suddenly wondering 
whether what seemed like a smart, easy 
interview idea -forget the usual women-in- 
rock/bipolar disorder/Throwing Muses reunion 
questions, instead let Kristin wax on about 
records that remind her of significant places 
she's been - is in fact the dumbest idea ever. 

Heartbeat skips. Kristin continues: "...Until 
about a few months ago. I was getting my 
make-up doneforthe video shoot forthis 
record, and the make-up artist saw me take 
a pill, asked what it was, and when I told him, 
he said, 'My mother's on the same medication, 
and as soon as she started it, she threw away 
her record player, her CD player and bought a 
car without a stereo in it.' I said, 'That's exactly 
what happened to me. I hate music now; 
I can't bear to listen to it.' 

"So I immediately raced off to the doctor 
and said, 'Put me on something else! I need to 
listen to music! It used to be important ! ' And 
then about a week and a half into the new 
medication, I became a voracious iPod listener. 
So I'm back on the music trail." 

island records 

"I associate The Velvet Underground record 
VU with cliffs by the ocean on the island where 
I grew up, off Rhode Island. I used to walk 
through the snow to school along the edge of 
a cliff when I was a teenager, and I would listen 
to The Velvet Underground. Actually, pretty 
much any Velvet Underground record brings 
back the glistening ocean overthe cliff, orthe 
sun that glints off ice. It's kind of painful and 



beautiful, and I still will describe a certain 
Velvet Underground guitar sound as being 'icy'. 

"Providence, Rhode Island is where 
Throwing Muses began, and it will always have 
a Talking Heads soundtrack -they started there 
too. We didn't meet them until years later, but 
apparently we all still feel like our songs come 
from Providence. I think I hear Talking Heads 
there more than I hear Throwing Muses, 
because I didn't make Throwing Muses my 
soundtrack, it just kind of happened to me." 

louisiana dreams 

"Our record University was when we really 
deeply fell in love with New Orleans. We had 
Warner Brothers' money to spend, so we made 
sure that record took about a year to make, 
ha ha! We all lived in a big house in the French 
Quarter. We'd sleep in the bedrooms and then 
meet in the kitchen for coffee and work in the 
living room. They don't use telephones very 
often there, and people don't necessarily 
have cars, so there's a kind of music network. 
You put the word out - 'I need someone to 
play trumpet' -and a friend will go out on his 
bike and look for the guy who plays the best 
trumpet. There's no better life. 

"I hope that when I die, I just go back to 
Kingsway with Throwing Muses and keep 
making that record again." 

desert songs 

"Once I lived outside Joshua Tree, up in 
the mountains, on 40 acres of really just 
moonscape. And for some reason, the only 
record I had there was one of my friend Vic 
Chesnutt's records, Is The Actor Happy? My 
impression of that time is that I left it on repeat 
for two years. What I did was every morning go 
in to homeschool my children in their playroom 
and just turn on Is The Actor Happy? And when 
it was over, we started again. I'm sure Vic would 
think I was crazy for saying it, but that's the 
desert record." 



orchestral manoeuvres 

"For the B-sides I recorded for 'In Shock', 
I went to my most beloved Portland friend 
Jim Brunberg, who runs Mississippi Studios. 
Jim is just the poster child for ADD: he runs 
a venue with a studio over it, and a restaurant 
next door with an outdoor venue and a movie 
theatre. He's scrubbing a kitchen floor at one 
point, and then mixing a song, mixing the live 
band, then putting a movie on, then making 
a salad. And he'll be playing upright bass in the 
venue 1 5 minutes later. 

"Normally my experience of a studio is 
that I lock myself in and lose it, and after 
a month the record is done. But Jim thought 
that I was an artist with a capital A, and that 
I would do my thing while he produced. And 
by production, he meant eight tracks of viola, 
four upright basses, three different drummers, 
a whole string section, horns. ..he had done 
all this while I was just at my house down the 
road. He said, 'Isn't this what I'm supposed to 
do?' 'No, honey, this is my job!' 

"So now, whenever I miss Jim, I listen to 
these B-sides which are far more produced 
than my record. 

"Eight goddamn violas, Jim! Eight violas on 
my dumb song!" 

ghost riders 

"There's some awesome road songs. There's 
this guy named Red Sovine and -this is a 
really terrible thing, you may not want to 
know this - he writes trucker songs. I think 
we picked up one of his CDs at a truckstop 
a few years ago, and it's become a staple. 

"His main themes are truckers and ghosts. 
He writes these kind of creepy, melodramatic 
songs, like about a busload of kids that drives 
off a cliff and haunts Route 80. 

"We got so used to listening to Red 
Sovine's insanity that we just keep it on and 
play it non-stop. It's country music, but it's 
wrong country." 
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guided tour: roll deep 

Words: kicking_k 

Photography: Sam Ashley 



The original grime crew are back in control 




Whatever you, I or the peo 
on the grime scene think, it's pretty clear that 
the surge of investment following Dizzee's, yes, 
dizzying ascent is over. Strangely, this coincided 
just about exactly with the record companies' 
realisation that middle England was not going 
to be enticed beyond the very occasional - and 
least grimy -crossover single and the hipsters- 
cum-early-adopters had already moved on in 
their search for alien artefacts to style their life 
around for six months or less. 

Roll Deep, who, having given Dizzee his 
launching pad, and with Wiley on point, were 
a pretty safe bet to make good with their 
official debut, In At The Deep End. Soon they'd 
scored two Top 20 hits with a smoothed out 
sound that dodged artfully between actually 
pretty jolly soul, hip hop and r'n'b. The label 
celebrated by dumping them to concentrate on 
KTTunstall and her pale brood of low-fat classic 
rock lullabies instead. I mean, ouch. 

For what it's worth, with this release - 
recorded in their own studio, distributed on 
their own label -Roll Deep are grimier than 
they've been for a long time -and all the better 
for it. Plus, the addition of Skepta into the 
ranks brings some serious steel to reflect the 
original members' rekindled fire. 

Plan B scored you an intro from Target, 
who produced the record alongside Danny 
Weed and Wiley... 

Badman 

"We felt, as role models to these inner city kids, 
it was only right for us to do a track taking note 



f the gun crisis happening on the streets of 
London and other cities in the UK. We were 
then approached by Operation Trident to help 
with their most recent campaign, which we 
felt was necessary to push this message home. 
Target and Danny Weed are on production; it's 
a grimy track that tells the tale of a youngster 
who falls off the rails and ends up in a, 'Circle 
of pain that never goes away' . Stay away 
from guns!" 

Celebrate 

"One of the more fun tracks on the album. We 
made this one to celebrate the fact that we're 
still here making music, against the odds, and 
that our debut album went silver, nearly gold 
by now. Look out for the video for this one, it's 
our next single." 

Do This Ting 

"A favourite among many peeps, and already 
been A-listed by BBC 1Xtra. This is a feelgood 
track, a musical, melodic banger, with signature 
sounds from Wiley. We originally recorded the 
song last summer for our forthcoming follow- 
up to In At The Deep End, but since decided 
we needed to put it on Rules And Regulations. 
Wiley starts it lyrically, almost singing his verse, 
which set the tone for Skepta and Flowdan to 
come in andfollowsuit." 

Respect Us 

"One of those tracks that you might not expect 
ustodo-which is why we did it. Melodic beat 
by Target that's got a kind of Eurythmics feel 



'We made this one 
to celebrate the fact 
that we're still here 
making music, against 
the odds' 



to it. The riff is matche 
lets people know that we're tired of not 
getting the respect we deserve from the 
mainstream. Another track that has almost 
singing verses." 

Babylon Burner 

"This one was already doing damage to the 
club scene as an instrumental, known as 'North 
London'. It's a straight eski club banger made 
by Wiley. Six months into its life, we decided 
to vocal it for Flowdan's forthcoming mixtape. 
Once it was finished, however, we thought it 
better suited the R&R project." 

Racist People 

"Considering our crew is multi-racial, and 
we come from east London, which is also very 
mixed in terms of culture, it was only right Trim 
and Scratch wrote this one about our dislike 
for racist people. Wiley heard the track once 
they had finished and wanted to add his verse, 
which made it complete. The track has been 
performed at the Love Music Hate Racism gigs 
that we do, including for 20,000 people at 
Trafalgar Square last summer." 

Penpals 

"Written as a dedication to all the people 
caught up in the prison system. We just thought 
it would be something positive for peeps to 
listen to, and to realise there is light at the end 
ofthe tunnel." 

www.myspace.com/rolldeepofficial 
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music that time forgot 

Words: Joe Stannard 

Illustration: Overture 
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Blue Oyster Cult 

Imaginos (CBS, 1988) 

"The dock strikes 12 and moondrops burst/Out 
at you from their hiding place"- 'Astronomy' 

Embarking on camping holidays with myfamily 
in the late Eighties and early Nineties, a cassette 
of Blue Oyster Cult's Imaginos (along with their 
Secret Treaties, Spectres and a compilation entitled 
Career Of Evil) provided the perfect soundtrack 
to our inevitably rain-soaked trips to Wales or the 
south coast of England. When you're young and 
susceptible to parent-induced boredom, music 
can add the necessary perfume to an imperfect 
situation, transforming your predicament into 
something with the scent of adventure. The rain, 
sea and stars begin to whisper their secrets. The 
veil lifts a fraction. Magick is afoot. 

"The Oyster boys are swimming now/Hear them 
chatter on the tide" - 'Blue Oyster Cult' 

The concept of Imaginos was originally 
formulated in 1 967 by Blue Oyster Cult manager, 
producer and lyricist Sandy Pearlman, and detailed 
in a collection of poems titled The Soft Doctrines 
Oflmmaginos. Fragments of this concept surfaced 
n early Seventies BOC songs such as 'Subhuman', 
Astronomy' and 'ETI', before its eventual shoring 
up into the album released in 1988. "Basically, it's 
an interpretation of history," explained Pearlman to 
Kerrang! in September that year. "An explanation 
for the onset of World War I, or a revelation of the 
occult origins of it. Imaginos is the main character, 
and is what I call 'an actor in history'. He plays 
different roles in history and was born as a modified 
child, modified by an alien influence, and his mission 
is to present the human race with the challenge of 
evil. The aliens are playing with our history as if it's a 
game, and he motivates the game and presents the 
choices to the human race. They react as they will. " 

"The writing in the notebook/ Notation from the 
stars"- 'I Am The One You Warned Me Of 

The narrative thread of Imaginos- described 
in the sleevenotes as a 'random access myth' - 



makes reference to the Spanish conquest of the 
New World, Haitian Voodoo, the reign of Elizabeth 
land her counsel by occult advisor Dr John Dee 
(who claimed to converse with spirits using 
a 'magic mirror' fashioned in Mexico from black 
volcanic stone), Lovecraftian gods, Egyptian fertility 
rites, hallucinogenic cacti {"Do the Don Pedro" 
- 'Les Invisibles'), the discredited Sirius myth of 
the African Dogon tribe as documented by Robert 
Anton Wilson in Cosmic Trigger, and the gothic 
literary traditions of Europe and America. 

Enigmatic and often wilfully obtuse, Imaginos 
nevertheless lives up to its billing as, "A bedtime 
story for the children of the damned " . The cover 
image, perhaps harking back to the 'Black And 
White' trilogy of Blue Oyster Cult (1 972), Tyranny 
And Mutation (1 973) and Secret Treaties (1 974), 
is a monochrome photograph of San Francisco's 
Cliff House Hotel, built in1 863. It glowers on the 
cliffs, ghost-lit against a skyful of cumulonimbus. 
If I ever visit San Francisco, that's where I'd like 
to stay. 

"Where witches went mad more than once"- 
'Magna Of Illusion' 

The unsavoury aspect of Imaginos becomes 
apparent when one considers its origins as 
a projected solo album by ex-drummer Albert 
Bouchard, and what appears to have been the 
wholesale hijacking of the project by Pearlman 
and the remaining members of BOC. Bouchard 
worked on the project with Pearlman after leaving 
the band in the early Eighties, and BOC's label 
CBS showed interest, but allegedly requested that 
it be released under the Blue Oyster Cult name. 
BOC broke up, but the idea was eventually revived 
following the band's reformation -without Albert 
-in 1987. 

The released version of Imaginos contains basic 
tracks recorded by Bouchard and selected session 
musicians, with some elements overdubbed by 
Pearlman and Oyster boys Eric Bloom (vocals, 
guitars), Donald 'Buck Dharma' Roeser (vocals, 
guitars) and Allen Lanier (keyboards). Having 



'His mission is to 
present the human 
race with the 
challenge of evil' 

- Sandy Pearlman 



been shut out of his own album project, Bouchard 
has expressed disappointment and anger at his 
old bandmates and manager. It's extremely 
unlikely that the original line-up will ever work 
together again. 

"I've lived upon the edge of chance/For 20 years 
or more/And this is what my friends all mean " - 
'Del Rio'sSong' 

Sonically, Imaginos is fucking odd, a 
disorientating blend of overblown pomp rock, AOR, 
metal and sea-shanty power pop. 'I Am The One 
You Warned Me Of, 'Les Invisibles', 'Del Rio's Song' 
and 'Magna Of Illusion' strike an uneasy balance 
between the sinister mysticism of the early works 
mentioned above and the radio-friendly gloss of the 
group's post-'Don't Fear The Reaper' incarnation. 
This was clearly no formula for mainstream success, 
and the album effectively wiped itself from history. 

But it's the story within the story that makes 
the record so fascinating. A narrative spanning 
200 years of myth and magic, Imaginos stands 
as testament not only to one of America's greatest 
bands, but also the unsung imagination of Sandy 
Pearlman, a maverick conceptualist convinced that 
rock music could be a vehicle not only for atavistic 
gratification or the expression of Utopian ideals, 
but also for the starry wisdom glimpsed in fever 
dreams and wild hallucinations. 

"So ladies fish and gentlemen/Here's my idle plea/ 
See me in the blue sky bag/Meet me by the sea " - 
'Blue Oyster Cult' 



I 
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Livez' schizophrenic flow is here given the keys 
to the city, galloping into uncanny, unsettling, 
virgin turf with a frontier ferocity that recalls when 
rapping was the most untrammelled prose-poetry 
on earth. 

" I wouldn't say my alter egos are characters 
as such. They're facets of me, they're from my 
imagination and they're reflective of the way I talk 
and sing. That's not so remarkable, everyone has 
a whole host of characters they slip between for 
different people and situations - 1 just exaggerate 
mine on the mic. That's key to a lot of hip hop, 
exaggeration of things that are real - but people 
forget what a creative thing that was, how it 
could be fun and not just aggressive or arrogant 
or desperate to impress. " 

It's odd hearing this said to me in Livez' actual 
mellow timbre - on wax, his voice goes places 
rappers aren't meant to, hysteria and lethargy 
taking turns to dance on his brainpad. 

"Stade were open to their music being 
broken up, dubbed up, messed with," he explains. 
"Because of how this album was recorded, a lot 
of what you hear is what happened, in realtime, 
in the studio. I wrote very little beforehand - there's 
a weird kind of reality to the lyrics because the 
album frequently captures me in real time, without 
the ability to edit or organise my thoughts between 
their occurrence and their expression. I changed 
a few things afterwards but a lot of the vocals on 
the album are on-the-spot creations. " 

True improvisation . . .? 

" I'm dubious as to whether there's any such 
thing. When you listen to a recording of an 
improvisation it's no longer an improvisation, is 
it? It's been organised, edited. So I'm loath to call 
this some kind of free jazz improv record -there 
was some tweaking involved, but in terms of 
how the tracks emerged initially, yeah, it was 
totally freewheeling." 

Indeed, one of the first frabjous surprises of 
Art Brut Fe De Yoot is that it's been released at 
all -you find yourself surprised that such an 
unmannered human document could be let 



'I always love forcing 
together things that 
will not, should not, 
fit' 



proceed to next level 

Words: Neil Kulkarni 

Photography: Andy Whitton 



Infinite Livez has made one of the albums of the year -the year 2057... 



What are you playing at? 

"Not what you think," whispers Infinite Livez, 
Big Dada's most wayward emissary and co-creator 
(alongside Swiss electrojazz-duo Stade) of a 
disc called Art Brut Fe De Yoot that resists all 
cosyfication. "Definitions really don't interest me. 
Ithinkthealbum is not what hip hop has become, 
but what hip hop could have been." 

Which is, in alphabetical order -absolute 
bedlam, chaos, drone, effluence from great heights 
inciting joy, killer lyrics, musical novelty of perfectly 
quixotic range, slo-mo tension, ultrafast verbals, 
waste, xylophones, yomping zebras. Well, OK, 
I made that some of that up. There's no xylophones. 

"It works, doesn't it? I first worked with Stade on 
a track just for them, but when I heard it I felt it was 
too clean, too orderly. When we went into the Swiss 



studio to create the tracks that would end up being 
this album, the vibe was different. We were both 
searching for something a little darker, more 
extreme; the sounds that didn't fit, the sounds that 
had that edge, that sounded so wrong they were 
right. And we brought the best out of each other. " 

Art school hooligan Livez has been dropping 
wonder on wax for Big Dada since 2004 - equally 
inspired by Derrida, Ian Dury, Sun Ra, Butthole 
Surfers, Beefheart, Prince and Public Enemy, his 
Bushmeat opus remains one of the label's most 
brainjangling confections - but he's excelled 
himself here. Slipping personas from freakydeak 
Andre 3000-style MC (The Taste Of Jazz To Cum') 
to drawling Dickensian guttersnipe ('Unbiased 
Reductionism In 2 1st Century Music Practices') 
to Teddy Pendergrass ('webcamwoman.co.uk'), 



loose without being cleaned up, without a ton 
of over-compressed correction going on. 

"A lot of what goes on in recording studios 
the world over is an exercise in cleaning things up, 
deodorising things to the point where they lose 
all impact. What I love about this album isthatyou 
have to meet it on its own terms, it's not out to be 
your friend." 

In a hip hop world currently seeking safety in 
numbers, rolling with ever-bigger clicks, albums 
stuffed with ever-expanding lists of guests and 
producers - the steely one-room Mexican face-off 
between Infinite Livez and Stade is cherishably 
focused, a fascinating rewiring of the hip hop album 
back towards its original sole individual/multiple- 
personality roots. And if art brut is anything in which 
facsimile plays no part, anything in which a creative 
impulse emerges unconcerned with belonging 
to a culture or any process other than the most 
mercilessself-interrogatio^then^/t^avfFeDe 
Yoot is exactly what it says it is. 

"The title's a piss-take! ! I always love forcing 
together things that will not, should not, fit." 

Tetris with the detritus of life. Loving every mad 
minute of it. 

www.infinitelivez.com 
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It's the late Noughties and the signifiers are loaded. 
A strummed guitar with intimacy, the burr of breath, 
the warmth of beds, the nap of fabric, forests, 
beards. A synth note with ice, with straight lines, 
timetables, the perfect mask of make-up. We 
subconsciously link pop with easy pleasures, sickly 
excess, synchronised dance routines, radio play, 
fashion; indie rock with isolation, difference, good 
and bad drugs, the art school years, auteur-ish 
creativity. It doesn't have to be this way. 

And increasingly, it's not. As I write this, Jive/Sony 
BMG's biggest-selling solo artist- whose private 
life is public, and whose comeback record recedes 
mythically ever further into the future - is allegedly 
self-destructing, fragmenting, lo-res, almost- 
pointillist pixels of her ritualistically shaving her head 
replicated, transmitted, fed back, on repeat. And as 



'I always had this 
instinct to protect 
myself and not 
depend on others' 



you read it, a record called Robyn by the artist of the 
same name - a platinum veteran of the supersize- 
microbe-cannibal-orgy we call the music industry 
- emerges blinking onto the market via a record 
company (read: not simply a label) invented, owned 
and controlled for the purpose. This is important. 

"Fame is a tricky thing. I don't know how Britney 
Spears feels. But I always had this instinct to protect 



myself and not depend on others, " Robyn writes 
to me. "The industry, like media and certain parts 
of pop culture, is not something you can rely on 
to have respect for or empathy with the individual. 

" I was signed internationally and that meant 
making a record that all of these different people 
in these different offices wanted to release. I didn't 
think there was a alternative. I thought my job was 
to take on that challenge." Tangentially, the best 
illustration of the cognitive dissonance that supply- 
and-demand make on the artistic psyche can be 
found in her 'Be Mine!' video (2005) in which our 
heroine is like some kind of tormented changeling 
- morphing from a green-haired stripper to kitschy 
bohemian and -prophetically- a Sherman-esque 
version of herself stripped of make-up and knotted 
with emotion, who hacks her hair into a sink. 

Robyn had left Jive not long before. "In the end, 
I felt I had to totally get away from that and start 
over. So this record is made from a whole other 
perspective where every decision is mine. I wanted 
to have fun again. This record would have been 
impossible to make on a major label." 

Oh yeah, the record. Includes: 'Who's That Girl', 
a collabo with The Knife that grave-robs the Eighties 
for accessories and appears to be constructed 
entirely from calypso percussion and laser beams 
(and which, uh, climaxes like so: "Let's play a game 
that you never tried/You be the girl and I'll be the 
guy/Let's pretend everything has changed and 
then /Would you love me any different?"). Or 'With 
Every Heartbeat', a melancholic dance track in 
which the lyric's emotional tipping point- "And 
it hurts with every heartbeat" - is sung first over 
a morose synth swirl and then, cleverly, shuddering 
over a relentless four/four which drums the point 
home with every, well, you get the picture. . . 
Pleasingly, it gotto Number One in Sweden. 

Robyn finally gets a release in the UK this month, 
and it couldn't come at a better time for the nation's 
poptimists- The X-Factor has already retro-tooled 
three seasons of human harvest for ruinous 
interpretations of standards, shallow echoes of 
karaoke. Meanwhile, clothes stores employ the 
same well-mannered, mannerist, pseudo-classic, 
sentimental, lower middle-class indie rock that 
Hollyoaks uses to soundtrack its rolling atrocity 
of rotten cliches and crass non-entities. 

When I was researching this article, Plan B's 
Joe Shooman directed me to a quote from Rupert 
Murdoch: "The world is changing very fast. Big will 
not beat small anymore. It will be the fast beating 
the slow." (Itself recalling Darwin's: "'Tisnotthe 
strongest of the species that survive, nor the most 
intelligent, but the one most responsive to change" 
-not to mention assorted guerilla/terrorist how-tos 
and tracts). Konichiwa Records CEO Robyn adds: 
"I think most artists would be better off with their 
own set-up. Now I've established my organisation, 
there are really no bad things about it. But the first 
period was hectic. I was making a record and 
learning new things like holding a budget, being 
a boss, making quick decisions... Now, both of my 
worlds are feeding into each other, I have a better 
creative environment because I control my business 
and I have much more possibilities to develop my 
business because I make better music." 

Could the future really see DIY trickle up the 
food chain to free the stars? Will the information 
age mind-meld force us to redraw the underground 
vs mainstream map in terms of (economic) 
substance rather than aesthetic? Can we learn 
to hear shoals of silver fish and ascending blue 
balloons in electronic music? Only the future 
knows - but, oh fuck, I hate articles that end with 
questions. Let the actual pop star finish this: "I think 
the philosophy of the Ramones is great. One outfit, 
good songs, just do what you are good at. " The end 
-or is it the beginning? Sorry! Going now... 

www.robyn.com 
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Plan B hits the chill-out room for a chin-wag with Ceephax, a genuine 21st Century English eccentric 



On first sight, the website burnt wild graffiti-shaped 
holes in my retina. I closed my eyes. The image of a 
festival-hatted man with an orange Happy Shopper 
clock around his neck stuck fast behind my eyelids. 

It's a well-worn phrase, but a trawl through Andy 
'Ceephax' Jenkinson's self-made homepage is an 
exercise in sensory overload, a veritable playground 
for internet addicts with too much time on their 
hands. A whole raft of MP3s of variable quality 
(" Mostly stuff I'd feel a bit guilty asking for money 
for") and a page of short stories and poems so 
stupendously daft they betray the overarching 
charm and intellect that becomes increasingly 
evident upon delving into the world of Ceephax. 

"I like stuff," he says. "My house is full of 
synthesisers, old computers, electronic equipment 
and clothes. I like the idea of my website being 
a virtual recreation of that, piles of music, pictures, 
stupid text and things. It's also because I don't really 
like websites where there's nothing free on them. " 

Giveaway MP3s aside, the forthcoming release 
- a first of two volumes of new music on Rephlex - 
is a fairground ride through a multitude of electronic 
genres. On 'Jam Jarre', quirky frog noises rest 
(unsettlingly) atop a lilting, trebly Eighties synth 
line and an unpolished bargain bin bass drum. 
The disparate elements of his music shouldn't work 
together, but they do. It's the musical equivalent 
of a post-pub snack. You would never normally 
feed yourself popcorn and pasta with melted 
cheese and pesto on top but it works because 
you're hungry for it to. 

All of which makes it almost impossible to 
describe Ceephax's sound. There's a definite feel 
of impending insanity, the ring of arcade games 



and late night drug sessions looming in the distance, 
but no way of cramming an entire spectrum of 
sound into a cut-out-and-keep journo-tag to stick at 
the top of the record store racks. " I'm too interested 
in everything to tie myself to any one thing," he 
explains. "I try sometimes, but I find myself getting 
bored. Although people associate me mostly with 
acid, I think that was just the way it worked out. 
I was in a band called C-fax before that and we 
did heavy metal versions of nursery rhymes. " 

It seems as though Ceephax is making music 
in a semi-porous cultural bubble -the influences 
get in but never out, and he doesn't pay a whole 
lot of attention to anything beyond the bubble 
wall. He makes music that you can genuinely 
rave to without donning your post-kitsch dayglo 
puffball skirt and Shockwaves-branded glo-sticks, 
so I wonder if the recent nu-rave non-phenomenon 
has entered the Ceephax sphere at all? 

" It's a good idea to mix indie stuff with rave - 
what dance music often lacks for me is a true live- 
ness that you can only get with a band," he replies. 
"Calling it 'new' rave is a bit silly, but then people 
need tons of genre names because there's so much 
music out there to wade through. Having heard 
nearly none of the music, I couldn't comment on 
what it's like, though." 

It would be easy to assume that such a musical 
oddity would have been spawned from a sprawling 
city of multicultural make-up. First guess: London 
- maybe Manchester. Chelmsford, Essex, wouldn't 
be high up on the list. But it's obviously had its 
advantages: "Chelmsford is a blank canvas. Very 
blank. It would be hard to say how it influenced my 
music, ha ha. ..Possibly being 14, drunkatthe High 



'Chelmsford is a blank 
canvas. Very blank' 



Chelmer shopping centre at 7.30 in the morning 
made me want to make tracks with 707 rimshots- 
with-reverb-on-them in them, as there was a weird 
sound loop on the Tannoy that sounded like one. " 

Other influences on his music, it would appear, 
are his beloved 303 synth ("A supernatural music 
box that stirs something primeval in people"), his 
brother Tom, aka Squarepusher (you wonder how 
the parents coped. . .) and, "All the usual things: 
beauty, nature, human endeavour, Wimpy". The 
latter is something of a mystery, despite attempts at 
explanation. Its "incalculable" influence on his life 
may well be related to the nostalgic connection he 
has to the Eighties: "The Eighties just get better and 
better with time, like slippers and wine -or so says 
Dennis Weaver. The Eighties had everything: better 
arcades, better electronic equipment for music, 
better computer games, better films, better clothes, 
better trains. I love this era too, I think girls are nicer 
now. The trains are bent, though, you can't open 
the windows anymore. " 

For a man who lists, " Having a pot of tea 
with Margaret Thatcher on PCP on the cusp of 
nuclear war" as one of his primary fears, this may 
be a good thing. 

www.ceephax.co.uk 
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It's non-stop for Craig Finn of literary pub-rockers The Hold Steady, as his band moves from 
beer-light to spotlight on their first European tour. We raise a glass to the kings of erudite AOR 



"I'm not saying we could save you 

But we could put you in a place where you could 

save yourself 
If you don't get born again 
At least you 'II get high as hell 
And even if you don 't get converted tonite 
You must admit that the band's pretty tight" 

- 'Chicago Seemed Tired Last Night' 

Peddling a booze-addled oral history of nightclubs, 
chemists, kissing on UV drips, jitterbug fumbling 
and drinking from purses, The Hold Steady are an 
exuberant Brooklyn via Minneapolis five-piece who 
share a love of erudite power-rock; who're split into 
pro- and anti-Billy Joel coalitions; who're helmed 
by fire-crack narrator Craig Finn, and flanked by 
sometime Dresden Doll and flamboyantly 
moustachioed piano-man Franz Nicolay. 

The Hold Steady are tight as fuck: their 
rapturous hoedowns, their crackerjack badinage: 
their unapologetic rock. An erudite, denim-clad, 
deviant pub band who sing about Tennyson, 
Kerouac, Berryman - who spawn sprawling 
anthems addled in literature, then market them 
via the medium of beermats -they're the rowdiest 
librettists in the US rock canon. 

The swaggering rabble's third album, Boys 
And Girls In America (Vagrant), was recently 
unveiled to colossal acclaim; its lucid touchstones 
of Catholicism, sex, drugs, American literature 
and adolescence soundtracked by unabashed, 
gargantuan rock. A resounding follow-up to their 
increasingly applauded earlier endeavours - 2004's 
The Hold Steady Almost Killed Me and 2005's 
Separation Sunday, it's also a familiar extension 
of Finn's previous work - alongside Hold Steady 
axe-master and alchemist Tad Kubler-inTwin 
Cities indie malcontents Lifter Puller. 

It's Boys and Girls. . . , however, that's 
engendering hysteria, and it's for this reason that 
The Hold Steady are in the middle of their first - 
and much-anticipated - European tour: many 
of their UK dates have sold out already. Must be 
a nice way to enter the country. . . 

" Haha, yeah, it's pretty exciting ! " raves their 
ebullient bellwether Finn, from a boisterous 
springtime hotel in Amsterdam. A congenial, 
bespectacled, thirtysomething whose aural 
anecdotes of overdose, suicide and wastrels are at 
odds with his flagrantly buoyant demeanour, Finn 
eschews the rock star cliche by revoking all notion 
of peripatetic lethargy: "You know, I really haven't 
travelled that much before, so this is great," he 



marvels. "I mean, I spent a little while in Spain 
before, and I went to London for a weekend 
a couple of years ago, but that's really it, so, uh, 
this is quite a way to see it all!" A feverish beam: 
"By this time next week I'll have quadrupled my 
experiences. We've just arrived, but it's been great 
so far. We had dinner with our label last night, and 
they brought us the press from over here and it's 
really astounding." 

The Hold Steady are critical Kaisers right now: 
proclaimed variously as rock'n'roll deities; The 
Stooges as fronted by John Belushi; and a post- 
millennial Bruce Springsteen And The E Street Band, 
their scholarly, power-chord AOR is being avidly 
lauded from New York to Newcastle. But if their 
vivid, down-home chronologies of small-time 



said, 'We know your songs! ' And we said, 'Well, 
we don't know you, so why don't you come to the 
soundcheck? And if you really know the songs as 
well as you say you do. . .you know, we'll give you 
a little test...'" The frontman cracks a wily smile. 
"But it turns out they knew the songs perfect! 
So we ended up doing four or five songs onstage 
together," he enthuses. "And it was fun. I mean, 
we kind of have that old-time bar band thing going 
on and, you know, a good horn section is often 
a part of that. It was great fun: really good for 
our music. Horns give you a lot of muscle." 

You realise you've opened a can of worms 
though? You'll probably get a local bagpipe 
contingent trying to wheedle in on your next 
Scottish performance; or a gaggle of underage 



'The Replacements were talking 
about streets that I knew, places I'd 
heard of. Before then, I just didn't 
realise that was a possibility' -craig Finn 



gambling, adolescent dabbling and fallen 
Catholicism are engendering praise, it's their 
live shows that truly assert their status as American 
rock saviours -they're relentlessly grin-inducing; 
unashamedly raucous; absurdly accomplished: 
stupidly good. 

"I think our live thing is a big part of it, 
absolutely," Finn agrees. "I think- 1 hope- people 
just really enjoy themselves at our shows. " 

They enjoy themselves in Glasgow on Valentine's 
Day- when booze abounds on and offstage, and 
Kubler whirls his axe round his neck, as a rammed 
Cathouse erupts in rapture. They enjoy themselves 
in London later that week, when the audience 
invade the stage, and the band scale their 
instruments, and then the rafters, at the Hoxton 
Bar And Grill. And they enjoy themselves across the 
Atlantic - where a recent show at legendary New 
Jersey rawk Mecca The Stone Pony saw our hairy, 
radiant five-piece raise the roof - replete with an 
ad hoc backing band of horn-playing fans. . . 

"They were really funny kids!" grins Finn. 
"They called themselves The Ybor City Horns, 
which is a reference to one of our songs, ['Most 
People Are DJs'], and they were just these 
precocious younger kids who got in touch and 



Morris Dancers gate-crashing your stage-show 
in Norwich? 

Finn just laughs. "We might. We might. . . " 

"Don 't even speak to all those sequencer and 

beats boys 
When they kiss they spit white noise. White noise" 

-'First Night' 

Contrary to all this talk of trad-rock benchmarks - 
and potential bagpipe backing troupes and brassy 
itinerant fan-boy horns-there'safluid undercurrent 
crackling through Finn's graphic narratives that 
suggests an elemental alignmentto hip hop. 
Perhaps this is why Finn's received props and 
namedrops from Minneapolis rap overlords 
Atmosphere, not least on their Seven's 7rai/e/s-lifted 
'Reflections', ("You kiss like you already came/that's 
a Lifter Puller line for those without any game"). 

Do you feel there's a discernable hip hop 
influence in your songs? 

"Absolutely. I knew about hip hop since 
Grandmaster Flash, and that's about as long as 
I knew about anything," muses Finn. "I knew 
about it for as long as I knew about punk rock, and 
I came at it from that perspective - especially stuff 
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'I think it's funny that you understand 
17 better when you're 35 than you did 

When yOU Were 17' -Craig Finn 



like Atmosphere and Brother Ali," he elaborates. 
"As a lyricist, hip hop is really inspiring. And when 
I started to see it up close, it was very exciting. 
It was like seeing rock'n'roll for the first time. 
It's just really interesting to be around something 
that closely. " A beat. "And it doesn't matter what 
it is - it just gives you a different perspective. Like, 
I'd been to see Public Enemy before but that was 
in an arena. 

" It's not until you see something up close that 
you realise all the things that really matter. " 

"She was golden with bar-light and beer 
She slept like she'd never been scared" 

-'First Night' 

It was the same with other music that made me 
sit up and take notice," Finn continues, enthused. 
"I mean, I grew up in Minneapolis, so The 
Replacements and Husker DO were things that 
always influenced me and made me really want 
to be a musician," he impassions. "Because I think 
before them I didn't really understand it- 1 had 
never really been up close, you know? 

"We used to go and see Aerosmith or whoever 
in the arena. " Our protagonist waves a dismissive 
hand. "ButtoseeThe Replacements in front of 
like, 200 people - that's what made me realise 
that real people do this stuff - not just weird 
mythological creatures. 

"I remember when I heard The Replacements 
for the first time," Finn races, inspirited, "and they 
were talking about streets that I knew, places I'd 
heard of. Before then, I just didn't realise that was 
a possibility." 



The particulars of place and time inherently 
buttress The Hold Steady's mythology -from florists 
to squats to emergency wards -their lyrics read like 
stories; unfold like paintings; in as much as they 
sound like songs. 

"Yeah, books are especially important," he picks 
up in a flash. "Like even though I maybe didn't 
understand Kerouac when I first read it, even just 
the idea of travel - and the way ideas travel, through 
the specifics of things, through specific examples - 
that really appealed to me," Finn enlivens. 

"As a kid, I'd never been around the US so 
everything seemed so exotic. Even things like, you 
know, California, The Beach Boys: things up close. 
I'd read skateboarding magazines and I'd just think, 
wow. I'd never seen a palm tree before, so when 
you get some guy in the air in an abandoned 
swimming pool, with palm trees in the background, 
wearing these cool clothes, it's exciting. It's the 
specific, but it's the whole. And it's the lifestyle. " 

"There are nights when I think that Sal Paradise 

was right 
Boys and girls in America have such a sad time 

together 
Sucking off each other at the demonstrations 
Making sure their make-up's straight 
Crushing one another with colossal expectations 
Dependent, undisciplined, sleeping late" 

- 'Stuck Between Stations' 

You mention that you didn't really understand 
Kerouac when you first read him, yet the album 
is a titular homage to On The Road- and the 
nostalgia of adolescence, adventure, dissipation 



and discovery resonates throughout Boys And 
Girls... Do you relate more to Kerouac's writings 
now than you did when you were younger? 

"Yeah, I first read it when I was 1 6 and I did enjoy 
it, but, you know, I don't think I understood it," Finn 
concedes. " It almost feels like it's this book that if 
you get into it and you're 1 6, it's this thing where 
you think you gotta read it because it's this kind 
of counter-cultural classic, but it turns out, you're 
maybe not going to like it, or get it. . . " 

A cautionary pause. 

" It's almost like there should be a sticker on that 
book that tells you to wait. I read it again recently, 
and I really enjoyed it. I thought it was really funny." 

Is there an element of that in your lyricism? 
A romanticism of the past, affording adolescence 
its value in retrospect? 

"Oh yeah," Finn dispatches. "I think it's funny 
that you somehow understand 1 7 better when 
you're 35, than you did when you were 17," he 
smiles. "It's a really funny age because you have 
this naivety, mixed with a ton of confidence. 

"You think you know everything. But you're 
not even close. Which gets you into some weird 
situations," he laughs and then, aged 35, he winds 
us up and waves goodbye: looks forward to being 
a rock star. 

She got screwed up by religion 

She got screwed by soccer players 

She got high for the first time 

In the camps down by the banks of the Mississippi 

river 
Lord to be 17 forever 

-'StevieNix' 
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How Brighton's wandering space-rock squad Electrelane reconvened in Berlin for a songwriting 
sabbatical and returned with a brave new album full of distance, hope and sparkle 



/ords: David McNamee 
notoqraphy: Steve Double 
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Sitting in a noisy Wandsworth, south London 
pub on a Monday lunchtime are the regrouped 
Electrelane. Following the touring cycle for their 
last album, Axes, the four members -Verity Susman 
(vocals, keys), Mia Clarke (guitar, vocals), Ros Murray 
(bass, vocals, ukulele) and Emma Gaze (drums) 
atomised. Verity went to Berlin, fell in love and got 
married; Mia flitted between Chicago and Prague, 
doing bits of journalism and working on a book (she 
blushes when I mention it and changes the subject. 
"You should never have used the word novel," 
Emma hisses, teasing); Emma spent any downtime 
with her girlfriend in LA, with just Ros remaining in 
the UK, working on songs for a thematic successor 
to her pre-Electrelane band, Lesbo Pig. It's been over 
a year since they played live. They've returned to 
Brighton -the hometown to which I was lured, in 
part, by their strange, merry-go-round pop -to 
rehearse for touring with Arcade Fire. 

I scouted for information from friends - other 
journalists, musicians and people who knew the 
band from Brighton. "Ask them when they decided 
to become lesbians," is one catty reply. "Fuck 
Electrelane. Bunch of a rsey cows," another spits. 
"Ask them when they're recording, do they down 
tools occasionally to, y'know, flip each other over," 
half-jokes someone. Even supporters of them in 
print couldn't resist making digs about 'humourless 
feminists', or backhanded compliments about how 
"They still can't fucking play. . .but at least they can't 
play in an interesting way." 

Overwhelmingly, most of the negativity was 
from girls, but I dunno if that's relevant or not. 
Electrelane are a band hated, fiercely it seems, 
as much as they're loved. 




Verity's songs capture word Polaroids of simple, crucial 
moments - watching someone board a train, a fragment 
of conversation, the last letter, a photograph 



So. . . Electrelane are humourless feminists 
who discovered leather elbow patches and Neu ! 
and became fashionably obsessed with pansexual 
bohemia. And apparently they all hate each other 

Rrright. 

"I think there are quite a lot of misconceptions 
about Electrelane," smiles the immediately likeable 
Emma Gaze, wryly. 

"We get pigeonholed," adds diminutive, 
friendly Ros. "Certain people mention certain 
influences a lot." 

What are the biggest misconceptions? 

"That we're really serious! " exclaims Emma. 

"Stuck up," adds Verity, quietly. 

"That's the really tiring one," Mia says. "That 
we're just... 'pretentious'." 

"I mean, obviously it's our fault because it's 
coming across from us!" Emma laughs. "But at 
the same time there is a sense of humour in a lot 
of what we're doing. It's not... up its own arse, like 
a lot of people think." 

Why do people think that? 

"I don't know," Emma whines, rounding on me. 
"You tell us!" 

I hadn't listened to Electrelane since the release 
of Axes in 2005. When I tried to mentally picture 
their music I heard it as being a bit smug and 
precious, and that made me not want to listen to it. 

But when I do listen to Electrelane, I get caught 
off guard by how, well, disarming they are; how 
humble and playful the music sounds. It's maybe 
something to do not so much with the structures 
of songs, but simply the way that they're played. 
Full of life, happy-sad and tinged with l-miss-yous. 



polaroid one: in an aeroplane, over the sea 

"You say you don 't know. . . what love means 
anymore/Since I found you/I'm tearing down 
the walls without you. " My head pressed against 
the window of a Scandinavian Airlines plane, 
somewhere above the sea between Copenhagen 
and Brighton, listening to an advance copy of 
Electrelane's new No Shouts, No Calls album. 
Suddenly overcome with an intense homesickness 
but weirdly rejuvenated. Verity and Ros and Mia 
harmonising in my ears like a squadron of angels 
with their wings on fire, pulling my plane home 
to loving arms and lips and the seaside. "You went 
so faraway/And I wanna be there too/I wanna be 
with you! /Come back come back come back oh 
to meee. . . " 

No Shouts No Calls is just flat-out beautiful 
music. At first it feels like a successor to Electrelane's 
spiky, lovelorn second album, The Power Out - 
their only other song-based LP. The melodies are 
so familiar that you're sure you've heard them 
before. Electrelane haven't repeated themselves 
on this album, they've just faded-up the feelings 
that they always had hidden in their twitchy guitar 
lines and brave drums. 

The music that I found so hard to love on Axes 
is here given a voice in Verity's beautiful, untutored 
singing, and it is sung loudly and bravely-as if from 
the prow of a ship. 

" I don't want to say that the words are happier. . . " 
starts Emma. "But we all went to Berlin and 
everyone just seemed to be in a really good 
mood. It was really exciting. It was like being 
in a new band again." 



"It was the first time we'd ever gone away 
to write," says Verity. "And I think that was really 
good for us. We were in this beautiful place and 
drawing inspiration from being there." 

Emma: "We weren't even sure if we were gonna 
make another record." 

Ros: "When you go on tour for a long time it can 
end up doing your head in. By the end of the tour, 
everybody decided they didn't really want to do it 
anymore. I assumed that we weren't gonna do 
another record. It's great that we did. " 

Verity: "It did feel like starting again. That 
feeling where you just start out in a band and 
it's really positive." 

Mia: "It's quite like a relationship, in a way." 

Do you miss each other when you're apart? 

There's an awkward silence that practically 
stammers in the air, Emma shoots Mia a grinning 
glance and her cheeks explode beetroot. 

"We can't say NO, can we? ! " Emma erupts 
into hysterical laughter. 

Ros: " For the first couple of months it was like, 
oh, thank god. But then, yeah... no, definitely." 

Verity: "And then when you see each other 
again, you remember that you've had these intense 
experiences that you just share with three other 
people in that room." 

A lot of the lyrics seem a bit like things you 
wouldn'ttalk about with other people openly. 
It must be quite hard to ask people to sing on that. 

"I think I wanted the lyrics to be quite honest 
and personal this time," Verity pauses. "And me, 
I'm quite shy as well. So when we're starting to 
write the lyrics I'll just sing 'laa laa' and then add 
the lyrics when we go in to record." 
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polaroid two: brighton palace pier, first 
sunny day of spring 

I find it impossible to dislocate Electrelane 
from Brighton in my head. Even on their fourth 
album, made in Berlin with the band members 
long scattered across the globe, their music 
always seems to call home to the Brighton 
carousel, lovingly photographed on debut 
album Rock It To The Moon's sleeve. There's the 
new album's last track, 'The Lighthouse', with 
its helter skelter piano, and 'At Sea', with its 
seasick melancholy made bearable by major 
chords and skittering guitar and drums, racing 
each other onto the pebbles like white horses. 

Distance seems really important on this album. 
It's like a map. The lyrics seem to be drawing 
lines of separation between people -in terms 
of both geographical and emotional distance. 

"I think so," answers Verity, who seems 
guarded about giving too much background 
away on the words she made for this album. 
"Being in a band, quite often you're away from 
the people you love. Distance would come up 
all the time. Especially emotionally." 

There's an amazing Jeffrey Brown graphic 
novel called Clumsy. It's just these one-page 
sketches of isolated memories of a long- 
distance relationship. Just really ordinary 
things. You don't really understand why it 
didn't work out until you read the back page 
and he's drawn a map that charts all the key 
points and encounters-geographically and in 
time-overthespanoftherelationship-and 
suddenlvevervthina makes sense. It'sauite 



shuttle hope down the wires. They connect 
these fragments like a diagram. 

Do you ever talk about this stuff with 
each other? 

Electrelane look from one to another. 

Verity: "In interviews." 

They all giggle. 

OK, how do you know when something is 
an Electrelane song and when it's something 
different? 

Verity: "Some of the songs on this album, 
I think when we started playing them they 
were a bit like that." 

Emma: "Like the one with the ukulele!" 

Ros: "The metal one', as well..." 

Mia blushes hard and hisses quietly to her 
bandmate, " Let's not call it 'the metal one'!" 

Ros: "Oh, it's not called that, sorry." 

"That was the working title..." Mia looks 
really embarrassed. 

Ros: "It's funny cos somebody else heard it 
independently and said, 'Oh, I really likethe 
metal song'." 

Which one was the metal one? 

"'Between The Wolf And The Dog'." 

You're not exactly Slayer. 

"No." Mia blushes. 

A big part of the problem some people seem 
to have with Electrelane is their perceived lack 
of chops. The way that their simple, cascading 
lines weave over rhythms that slow down and 
speed up isthoughttohavea naivety that some 
people find charming and others offensive. 
Mavbe to some listeners, when it feels as if 



and The Velvet Underground. And obviously 
we might have listened to YOU KNOW." 

Does it begin with an 'N'...? 

"No,'S\" 

"People have this perception that it's more 
about what we're thinking..." starts Mia. 

"Yeah, and it isn't," interrupts Emma. "It's 
way more instinctual. I think people always 
think that we're that 'intellectual-slash-art 
school band'. And none of us went to art 
school. I don't think our music is intellectual." 

"But the early live reviews..." Mia pauses. 
"There's still hang-ups from that. Just that we 
were really static onstage and wouldn't smile." 

"It's cos we were nervousV Emma fumes. 

"And I don't think that's the case anymore," 
says Mia. "But it stuck." 

Do you remember that infamous Miss 
AMP review from Careless Talk Costs Livesl 
[A piercingly witty attack from the then 
electroclash-or-nothing AMP at the height 
of Electrelane's initial hype, which seemed to 
kickstart a backlash, making it officially uncool 
to likethe Brighton band.] 

"She said that we rocked about as hard as 
a limp dick." Emma pulls a disgusted face. 

It was actually: "Electrelane: post-rock 
efficiency? Got it in spade-loads. Charisma? 
I got more charisma in my dick. And I don't 
have a dick." 

"Which was nice. But she took that back, 
apparently." 

Allegedly, your guitarist tried to incite 
Eamon Hamilton from Brakesto punch her 
in retribution. 



'Being in a band, quite often you're away from the people 
you love. Distance would come up all the time. Especially 

emotionally' -Verity Susman 



>eautiTultoo. 

"That's really nice." 

I like Verity. 

"So what you were saying about maps, 
that's sort of what it's like when you're putting 
an album together. You're thinking of it as 
a journey or a map, it's something that's got 
to make sense, to yourself." 

Maps are really beautiful objects too. 

polaroid three: london, trains 

"Oh what shall I do with a life turned to 
memories? (I tried to forget you, I tried to 
forget you)/Where shall I go when I wake from 
a dream of you ? (I tried to forget you, I tried to 
forget you)/l still see you/I still see you/I still see 
you/I drown in my sleep and I see you beside me 
(it's your imagina tion, it's your imagina tion)/ 
I've gone to the places we went to together 
(find another country find another country) " 

It's been discussed before, but at the points 
where Electrelane's ever-forward music picks 
up momentum, the distinctive lines of the 
players sprawl out ahead of them like train 
lines, things that connectand reach outto 
other people and places. On this album, Verity's 
songs capture word Polaroids of simple, crucial 
moments- watching someone board a train, 
a fragment of conversation, the last letter, 
a photograph. They seem to snapshot the 
incremental breakdown of one long-distance 
relationship, and maybe the start of another 
one. And at all times the bands' instruments 



capable ot, appealing to a sate-but-just- 
leftfield-enough avant-rock canon, it's clumsy 
and unappealing. I prefer the song-based side 
of Electrelane, where the tunes unravel into 
thought-sketches that are all scribbly and nice. 

The two remaining original members of 
Electrelane, Verity and Emma, were 1 7 when 
they started the band, 1 years ago this year. 

"When we started we had about half and 
half instrumental and songs with vocals," 
explains Verity. "But when we came to 
record the first album, we just picked all 
the instrumental ones." 

I've actually seen some of your really early 
lyrics. The songs were about going out and 
snogging boys. There was one called 'Come Out 
Tonight', it wasn't the Kenickiesong but it was 
pretty similar. 

A horrified and somewhat worried 
expression floods Verity's face. "How. . . ?" 

Um, your old guitarist showed them to me. 
Debbie Ball. 

"That's really really old stuff," Verity 
stresses. "That's before Electrelane." 

"Thanks Debbie!" Emma snorts, 
sarcastically. 

The best part about the way that you play 
is that it feels intuitive, like you've made the 
music up by drumming yourfingers and singing 
to yourself -but together, and at the same 
time. It makes something graceful out of 
a mutual twitchiness. It doesn't feel studied. 

"It wasn't studied at all," states Emma. 
"We were really into the early Quickspace stuff, 



tne neat ortne sun. Yeaaan...tnere may nave 
been something like that. .."she whispers. "It's 
all in the past." 

"In quite a few reviews," steams Emma, 
"they're like yeah, the drummer can't keep 
time! She speeds up and slows down. I'm like, 
That's the fucking point, retard ! It's not as if 
I'm going [Emma mimicsaflailing, gurning 
skin-basher] 'Eeughh! Whooaah! Oh, er, can't 
do it!' It'smeanttobelikethat." 

The album review in The Wire seemed 
a bit catty. 

Mia: "You mean about the drums? I didn't 
takeitlikethatatall." 

Emma: "Oh. It's always the drums! What did 
they say? 'Good band -sack the drummer'?" 

Mia: "No, no. 'It's not pretty underneath...'" 

Verity: "'It's not pretty, Emma Gaze is still on 
the drums, for god's sake.' Something like that. 
But I took that as a positive thing. Like saying 
you're not pretty. Prissy, not pretty." 

Emma: "I'm NOT PRETTY?!" 

Everyone giggles. 

polaroid four: secret gig, west hill 
community centre 

Electrelane are playing a secret gig in a 
tiny community hall in residential Brighton. 
Former bass player and almost-mythical 
'male Electrelane', Rupert Noble, is controlling 
a squadron of DV cameras, recording the event 
for posterity. It's the first time the band have 
played together in a year. Verity, Mia and 
Ros smile to each other as they harmonise, 
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'I don't think our music is intellectual. 
It's way more instinctual' -Emma Gaze 



Emma pulls faces at me as she thwacks her drums 
- back straight, beat proud. Their friends dance to 
fan-favourites 'On Parade' and 'Film Music'. People 
flail happily to their cover of Springsteen's 'I'm On 
Fire', and I look over and see my friend crying 
inconsolably in the middle of a moshpit, the song 
pricking at memories she'd rather leave scabbed. 

If you could be anywhere in the world right now, 
where would you be? 

Ros: "In Madrid, drinking beer, hanging out 
in the sun. I used to live there and I've got loads 
of friends there." 

Verity: "I think I'd be in St Petersburg. I just 
started doing some charity work for the Anti- 
Trafficking Alliance. Erm... which campaigns 
against women and children..." 



Emma: "Against women and children?!" 

Verity: "No..." 

Emma: "You know how that's going to come 
out in the interview?" 

Verity: "Women and children being brought 
over to Britain for sexual slavery. I'm trying to 
organise a gig or something. It's a new charity." 

Mia: "Maybe, like, Chile, or Peru." 

Emma: "I'd probably say LA. Cos my girlfriend's 
there and she just got two kittens. I'd be at home, 
cuddling the kittens! Yeah, it isn't very interesting." 

polaroid five: email 

From: Mia Lily Clarke 

To: David McNamee 

My favourite songs on the album are The Greater 

Times' and 'Cut And Run '. I think that's partly to do 



with Verity's lyrics, which I especially love on those 
tracks. I was apart from my boyfriend, who lives in 
Chicago, while we were living in Berlin, and Verity 
really captures a feeling of longing that I think the 
whole band were going through during that time. 

Individual interpretation seems important to liking 
Electrelane. I get the feeling that people who like 
their music are people who use pop songs as 
information storage, who encode their memories 
and feelings in the music that they share with loved 
ones, or that helps them get through the day. 

This is the most powerful, humanistic music this 
band has made. It makes me feel proud to know 
people who made something this good. It makes 
me feel proud to be in love, however bittersweet 
it is. Sometimes missing someone is the best bit. 

I don't know how close Electrelane are - two of 
the band were once in a long-term relationship but 
now live on separate continents - but I know that 
when the harmonies swoop down on No Shouts 
No Calls my spine tingles. They soar in always when 
the lyrics are at their lowest ebb, lifting Verity's 
words and making them sparkle. 

This is music on the side of the angels. It's music 
to pull you home when you're far away. 
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Between 1 978 and 1 983 hundreds of UK bands put out their 
own records and cassettes. Some were accomplished musicians. 
Some couldn't play a note. Plan B talks to Chuck Warner, the 
man behind Messthetics, an offshoot of US label Hyped To 
Death, dedicated to reclaiming British DIY post-punk history 
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"In simple terms, we were sick to death of the 
ghetto of the Independent scene. The 'GaragelancT 
sections of the music papers became more and 
more closeted, with more and more people sitting 
in their bedrooms making cassettes and swapping 
them with other people making cassettes. There 
were more and more silly names and it began to 
smack of 'hippy-ness'. It had become an ageing 
alternative that was never going to present a route 
for people who wanted to make their music on a 
wide scale. We never particularly wanted to become 
a cult group, but the music was very marginal and 
we were stereotyped as intellectuals" - Green 
Gartside, Scritti Politti, Smash Hits, Nov 1 981 

"Some folk may be able to listen to music without 
prejudice; not me. Music has always been more 
than mere sound to me: it's a lifestyle choice, a 
security blanket, a way of dreaming, the eldritch 
kingdom. The Stooges were anathema to me: the 
idea of rock as rebellion or dangerous, when clearly 
it was anything but. Even worse, they were from 
before my time. You have to understand the 
conditioning I grew up with. Punk really did 
reinforce the notion of there being a Year Zero 
(1 976)" - Everett True, Plan B #1 8, 2007 







Here's my problem with the establishment: it exists. 

The people who rule the media are roughly 
the same age as me; same sex, same race, same 
background. St Etienne's Bob Stanley can put out 
CD86, a compilation of infuriatingly twee, stunted 
guitar bands, its title referencing C86, a 1 986 NME 
tape compilation of anything but (mostly, the bands 
drew upon Captain Beefheart and Viv Stanshall); 
and folk take it as gospel, because he's established. 
Record companies trade upon John Peel's name 
like he was a brand, not a person - last Christmas, 
there was a Classics From John Peel's Festive 50 on 
Universal that managed to miss the central tenet of 
his radio show so comprehensively it left me gasping 
for air. Peel was a music fan; and enjoyed nothing 
more than championing the esoteric, the strange, 
the other. 

Soul Jazz shove out (excellent) No New York 
retrospectives that reinforce the idea that there's 
only one history (James Chance, Bush Tetras, 
Cristina), one way of seeing. Every other fucking day 
there's a new 'punk' compilation: look, here's one 
now! A lavish four-CD box set Babylon's Burning - 
TheRough W Ready Rise Of Punk Rawk 1973-1978 
that rather surreally includes Essential Logic, plus 
Albertos Y Los Trios Paranoias (who were actually 



lampooning the music they played), but avoids 
Ramones. It's great, but -jeez! Do we need another 
punk compilation? 

In the late Seventies and early Eighties, I would 
scour the music press for mentions of independent 
bands like Take It, The Tea Set, Reptile Ranch, Danny 
And The Dressmakers, Restricted Hours, Cravats, 
The Leopards, The Door And The Window, Diagram 
Brothers, Animals & Men, Dislocation Dance, 
Stepping Talk, Here And Now, Scissor Fits, They 
Must Be Russians, Scrotum Poles, The Good 
Missionaries. . .a entire generation of Xerox-blasted 
DIY bands that had formed their own communities, 
released their own records, fanzines and cassettes - 
inspired by trailblazers like Swell Maps, Scritti Politti 
and Desperate Bicycles (who all printed information 
on their sleeves on how to make a record). These 
folk seemed exotic to me: not least because they 
were non-manufactured, there was no pretence 
beyond the music, they'd taken what, to me, was 
one of the fundamental messages of punk -that 
you alone controlled the means of production, 
that there was no right or wrong way to play guitar. 
As Crass said, there is no authority but yourself. 

I would scour the racks of Pop Inn and Parrot 
Records in Chelmsford for said music -often 



disappointed, sometimes picking up an unexpected 
delight- and, on trips up to London, cower from the 
trendies and punks and art students who gathered 
outside record stores like Rough Trade; hightail it 
over to Virgin, Oxford Walk where Jim Thirlwell, aka 
Foetus, worked the independent tape-on/y counter. 
This music was my very life-blood. I was rare in that 
I never listened to Peel (don't know why -guess 
he seemed too old), so it was from the florid prose 
of folk like Soanc/s critic Dave McCulloch, and Mick 
Mercer's Zigzag (which was always a fraction too 
goth for me, truth to tell) that I got my fix. 

It was ATV founder Mark P in Sniff in' Glue 
who printed the diagram, "Here's one chord. 
Here's another. Here's another. Now go and form 
a band". I disagreed even with that simple raft 
(so traditional !), but appreciated the intent. 

What drove you to make music? 

" Boredom. . .we didn't have much to do. Ralph was 
in a Dr Feelgood-type band, but the punk explosion 
had happened and we did what all self-respecting 
punks did -form a band where we lived in Frame, 
in Somerset. There were bands at school, but we 
weren't like that. We were into the minimalism of 
punk, the same way the Feelgoods were 'back to 
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'DIY wasn't bubbling under, it wasn't 
art, it was not cool, and it was never 
going to be the next big thing' 



- Chuck Warner 



Chuck Warner's guide 



mmmmmmmmm. 




The 

Desperate 

Bicycles 

"They were 
the first to 
combine the 
distinctive 
sound and the 'delivery method' 
of DIY - and, arguably, had the 
genre's first minor 'hits'. Their leader 
continues to refuse all offers to do a 
comprehensive reissue. I understand 
he's discouraged by file-sharing (of 
a long-unavailable bootleg that one 
of their great fans made as a school 
project), but neither money nor 
promises of wider acclaim seem 
to be any inducement." 

The Homosexuals 

"Their interaction with other bands 



Homosexuals as a messianic sect, 
operating in seclusion according 
to some secret wisdom, as opposed 
to the more conventionally 
evangelising energies of 
'mainstream' DIY), but, stilljhe 
Homosexuals' music fulfilled, and 
surpassed, all of DIY's basic tenets. 
They referenced punk and a wide 
selection of all that had come 
before it, they recorded cheaply 
and incessantly on everything from 
cassettes to some of the best studios 
in England (where they simply found 
ways not to pay), and they released 
everything on their own in inventive 
and entertaining packages ." 

The Instant Automatons 

"The teenaged godfathers of the 
cassette scene, they were the first 
band to offer their cassettes free for 
a blank tape or in trade for someone 
else's home recording (to this day 
I'm still battling with Mark over 
their 'music should be free' policy). 
Brilliant humorous lyrics, homemade 




""^r 



instruments and effects, an obvious 
love for all sorts of other music 
(a wee bit too much for the blues) 
and endless support for everyone 
else's music as well." 

David Bell 

"At the age of 1 3 he was a central 
figure on the cassette-swapping 
scene, but he was also emblematic 
of the generation born around 1 970 
that came along too late for punk 
or the vinyl-oriented first wave of 
DIY, so they threw themselves into 
making cassettes for each other, and 
so the newness of DIY had a chance 
to happen all over again in 1 981 -84. 
Dave had several 'bands' (Farming 
Jim, anyone?) and collaborated with 
many others through the post (What 
Is Oil?, Emerson Lake And Farmer) 
and he actually did get a record 
out in 1 984 (the lovely and long- 
mysterious First Church Of Napoleon 
Solo 45)." 



Take It 

"No one has 
I ei/erabused 
m '" J r m I a keyboard 
I with the 
I ferocity and 
^^"^^■^ joy of Igor's 
efforts on the first Take It sinqle." 



The North London scene 

"I'm a big fan of the combined 
din of the North London DIY scene 
(anchored by The Door And The 
Window) and the Weird Noise 
bands (chiefly Danny AndThe 
Dressmakers, and the way under- 
the-radar underbelly of the 
Manchester Musicians' Collective). 
These, and sundry other habitues 
of Kif Kif's Street Level Studios, 
exemplified the '1 00 monkeys 
with a typewriter' approach. There 
are Bardic musical moments along 
the way, but that wasn't really 
the point." 



mono' [a badge campaign of the time]. We were 
impressed by electronic records, 'Ghost Rider' by 
Suicide, and Metal Urbain and Cabaret Voltaire. 
We were a guitar band wanting to sound like 
a synthesiser band." 

(Ralph Mitchard, Animals & Men) 

Where was I? 

Oh yeah. There is no golden age. That's bullshit 
created by ageing folk harking back to a time when 
music still meant something to them. It's up to you 
to mine the precious jewels. The older you get, the 
more important history seems, and the less able you 
are to pin it down. I hate the establishment because 
they fashion the past in their own image: Bob 
Stanley believes that the only bands of worth in 
1986 were pale-faced indie boys jangling guitars 
so that's what 1 986 becomes. The Word and Mojo 
-who have vested interests in shifting copies, 
remember -say that all that happened from 1977 
until New Pop came along in 1 981 (and spoiled 
everything, with Duran fucking Duran and Simple 
Minds) was punk rock and, perhaps, the Rough 
Trade bands (thank you, Simon Reynolds). 

Is my memory that bad then, that I imagined 
all that other music - my cherished gigs at the 
Moonlight, the Clarendon, the Greyhound, the 
Ambulance Station, the Communication Club (at 
the London Musicians' Collective), the Meanwhile 
Gardens in Shepherd's Bush, Woolwich Polytechnic 
efa/with Bee Vamp, The Transmitters, Poison Girls, 
Twelve Cubic Feet, The Chefs, ATV, The Laughing 
Apple, Tronics. . .and a hundred other much more 
obscure names long since consigned to scribbled 
lists of paper and blank memories? 

Were these bands any less challenging, any less 
vital, any less extraordinary, because less people 
were aware of their presence? 

Talk us through the North London DIY scene. 

"We didn't identify with North London, particularly. 
London felt like a big playground, with lots of 
potential allies in it. There were several groups of 
people that we identified with, some of whom liked 
each other, some of whom had only disdain for each 
other. Having no interest in what was cool, we spent 
time with whoever we found to be inspirational. In 
Camden, we'd sit in the pub with Scritti Politti and 
their large circle of friends and bands. They hated 
the scene half a mile down the road at the London 
Musicians' Collective where all the plinky plonky 
types hung out, where we also hung out. In Notting 
Hill, there was Rough Trade and some of the gang 
we called the Tribal Dance Contingent-The Slits, 
The Pop Group, The Raincoats. They had links with 
Cold Storage in Brixton, This Heat's recording 
studio. We also hung out with the West London 
Hippies - Kif Kif, who organised the Bad Music 
Festivals, and Grant Showbiz." 

(Bendle, The Door And The Window) 

Independent is such an misused term. 
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People use it now to define a set of production 
values. My dictionary states the word to mean free 
from outside control, not subject to another's 
authority. It hurts so hard to see bands like The 
Kooks, Franz Ferdinand and The Maccabees 
described as 'independent', simply because they 
play guitars and are written about in the NME. 
What impresses most about the numerous obscure 
UK bands being reissued through Chuck Warner's 
Messthetics imprint- 20 CDs to date, over 300 
bands from 78-'83 of riotous, ramshackle, esoteric 
charm - is how different they all sound. 

The Homosexuals liked to drench their sound 
in acts of mixing desk violence: I rememberfinding 
one of their seven-inchers in a Berwick Street 
secondhand store supplied by NME staffers, and 
being overwhelmed by its profusion of heavy dub 
and cackhanded vocals. The Door And The Window 
and Mark P's post-ATV Good Missionaries ploughed 
a warped-out post-hippie groove, influenced by 
the free association spoken jazz of Here And Now. 
The sneering public school humour of Viv Stanshall 
and Peter Cook was a major factor in The Instant 
Automatons' brilliantly schizoid pop, as it was for 
many others. Krautrock hadn't filtered through, and 
although punk was important, it was the pre-'76 
mavericks and post-'78 dub experimentalists who 
made the biggest impression on the world of DIY. 

Danny And The Dressmakers - warlords of the 
tape exchange scene -were often unlistenable, but 
had the 'guitar practice room' sound nailed down. 
The Funboy Five made pop music for marmosets. 
Basingstoke's Walking Floors borrowed from arch 
art-heads The Monochrome Set; Animals & Men 
had a beautifully unmannered female vocal and 
suitably clattering, skitterish drums; Exhibit A 
lolloped through studio largesse; Bee Vamp were 
out-and-out jazz craziness akin to Rip Rig And Panic; 
Young Marble Giants and Swell Maps you all know 
about; The Chefs were femme pop nirvana; the 
Tronics were simply the greatest post-Gene Vincent 
no-fi outfit ever to straddle a motorbike. . . 

I remember being enthralled with the pink and 
blue sleeve of the eminently crushworthy Twelve 



Cubic Feet's Straight 
Out Of The Fridge 
10-inch: the music 
laden with keyboard- 
drenched pop, Fred's 
voice so warm and full 
of laughter. 

Oddly, I didn't 
choose to go this route 
myself when releasing 

records - didn't believe it would work, perhaps; 
certainly didn't have the money. Instead, my 
demented Scots friend Alan McGee took a loan 
from the bank to supplement his railway worker's 
wages, and launched Creation Records with 
CRE001 , The Legend ! 73 In 83', a clatter of good 
intentions and (early Eighties New Romantic poet) 
Anne Clark-influenced lines; the pair of us staying 
up way into the early morning, folding sleeves and 
scrawling manifestos. It was the only genuinely DIY 
record Creation released; no disrespect intended. 

What's your fondest memory of the times? 

"I worked occasionally at the Rough Trade shop, 
as did fellow Maps, Nikki [Sudden] and Epic 
[Soundtracks]. There was real buzz around the 
place, and people were always calling into the 
distribution office carrying their new discs, or with 
a cover design. We would do impressions of the 
gaffer Geoff Travis, bless him, and the way he would 
wildly enthuse about our efforts. There was Scott 
Piering, the promotions man, a very droll fellow 
with infinite patience. [Mute Records founder] 
Daniel Miller was one of my favourites - he was the 
guy behind The Normal single 'Warm Leatherette' 
and virtually invented UK electronic pop. Also, 
a young Keith Allen was enlisted as Swell Maps 
tour driver in 1 979, due to his association with 
Barbara Grogan (The Passions singer and Rough 
Trade publishing worker). We hung out with Scritti 
Politti as well. I also remember writer Viv Goldman 
confiding that she called her errant lover -the 
austere Pop Group singer Mark Stewart- by the 
pet name 'Cuddles', which he never lived down. 



'London felt like a big 
playground, with lots of 
potential allies in it' 

- Bendle, The Door And The Window 



"Our social lives were linked with the people 
at the label and the live scene we were involved in; 
we played on bills with friends like The Raincoats, 
Essential Logic, Scritti, Red Crayola, Kleenex, Pink 
Military [Stands Alone]. The only people we fell out 
with were Stiff Little Fingers, who slagged off Swell 
Maps when they left Rough Trade for a major label. " 

(Jowe Head, Swell Maps) 

"I've got a ton of theories about why I'm attracted 
to this music," writes Chuck Warner, the man 
behind the exhaustive Hyped 2 Death reissue label. 
Messthetics is just one-quarter of his empire, named 
after the song (and manifesto) by Scritti Politti. 

"I'll start with something of a rejection of 
the 'Year Zero' argument that you were making 
about The Stooges in Plan B #1 8. 1 was part of 
the generation that came of age just before punk, 
and it's because of that that I love DIY's willingness 
to [reincorporate so much that is pre-punk: 
psychedelia, glam, prog and hippie rock, jazz, 
electronic music -to say nothing of all the wildly 
unpopular instruments these bands used. Indeed, 
I might argue that the lack of a Year Zero orientation 
is the defining distinction between most DIY bands 
and the folks that self-consciously set out to be 
post-punk. 

" I have some issues of my own about success 
and self-promotion/careering, in particular. (Also 
about 'art' and the academy. . .) So it appeals to 
me immensely that the first thing the DIY bands 
did was to throw out the music business's primal 
impulse, which is 'I AM GOING TO BE A POP 
STAR! (and people will listen to me)', even as they 
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simultaneously discarded the classic 'underground' 
alternative, which is, 'I AM GOING TO MAKE ART! 
(and people will have to pay attention to me!)'. 
DIY wasn't bubbling under, it wasn't art # it was 
not cool, and it was never going to be the next 
big thing. I find that utterly seductive. 

"DIY was a largely middle-class phenomenon 
- and usually from the more comfortable end of 
middle-class. That sense of place is inextricable 
from DIY's overall ethos, both in terms of what these 
bands were thinking and doing in 1977-81, and 
for what I'm doing now with the Messthetics label. 
Nobody felt they had to make it as a musical group, 
thus they could share having fun as their priority. 

"Our parents were children of the Depression 
and World War II rationing, so a certain time-specific 
set of virtues (especially fiscal) were still firmly in 
place: Don't waste food. Don't count on comfort. 
Don't waste money. Money may be spent on certain 
things (above all, education) but it must not be 
talked about. . .and, of course, NO child should 
ever have money that he or she had not earned. 
The dole thus held an almost Grail-like appeal for 
certain adolescents. And of course DIY's great public 
pissing contest of who could put out their record 
most cheaply both served (in its economy) and 
skewered (in its calling attention to itself) the lessons 
faithfully learned from their parents' parsimony. 

"DIY's music-making is a beautiful 90-degree 
rotation of the Stones' question: 'What can a 
poor boy do/'cept for play in a rock'n 'roil band? ' 
Nobody had to make the big-time. They just really 
wanted to play together (or by themselves). DIY's 
musical universe had only the faintest dependence 
on sales or airplay or even live performance. Really, 



ittook only the Royal Mail and a few hundred like- 
minded souls who could afford to lose £200 on 
the leftover 45s that not even Rough Trade would 
buy. Two years later, the scene had changed, but 
the math was the same - now it was £200 for a pair 
of cassette decks and a ready supply of secondhand 
tapes. This existential unconcern shows up in some 
odd places, to wit: 

1 ) Perhaps no genre of music has ever had as 
many amicable partings as DIY. People had the 
sense, because they had the luxury -to break up 
when things stopped being fun and fulfilling. 

2) Despite the rudimentary musical skills of 
so many on Messthetics, huge numbers are still 
casually and happily making/writing/recording 
music - far more than those who were 'pros' and 
in the charts at the time. " 

Why did you release records independently? 

"I never did anything that other people wanted me 
to do. It fitted in with how I interacted with the rest 
of the world - stubborn and independent. We got 
to know Swell Maps quite well, and [singer] Nikki 
Sudden would take us round places where we could 
get the process done. It probably cost a few hundred 
quid. My personal contribution came from a great 
uncle who had died and left me some money - 
infact, it funded all my musical activities of that 
period. I don't know how the others got their share. 
By the time I was doing it, I wasn't interested in 
being a pop star any more. It was more about being 
a musician. We made up songs and we recorded 
them, and played a few gigs. I don't suppose it was 
particularly sophisticated or challenging. We did 
a few more experimental songs, borrowing from 



the ideas of Swell Maps, but I don't suppose we 
were that good. Exhibit A released two singles, two 
songs on a comp from Dead Hedgehog enterprises, 
and maybe 1 songs that aren't released yet. " 
(Paul Platypus, Exhibit A/Twelve Cubic Feet) 

"The basis for inclusion is not a lot more than just 
personal taste," states Chuck. "The Messthetics 
'genre' is something that I've had considerable 
luxury to make up as I go. Other people have used 
the term DIY for compilations, but it's been mostly 
in the very limited, yet vague sense of self-published 
- a fashionable alternative for 'indie'. I take DIY 
much more as something based in the music - and 
the attitude that went into making that music. 

" Beyond that, Messthetics' dark little secret is 
that everything on the label is basically a pop song, 
however skewed, anarchic or inept. On occasion 
there will be a band or an individual that I badly 
want to include because they played an essential 
part of the story of several other bands, even though 
their basic sound - or their later career-path - may 
not be at all Messthetics-f lavoured. But as long 
as there's something that sounds right, I have no 
qualms about adding it. I tend to approach the 
bigger bands with an upfront apology that I am 
deliberately not asking for their 'best' or most 
representative material, and when they understand 
Messthetics' no-fi/do it yourself/word of mouth 
ethic/aesthetic, they've been quite generous with 
their archives." 

A few Sundays ago, I attended a gig at Brighton's 
Hope pub, billed as a Sunday Sermon, underthe 
somewhat misleading banner of 'anti-folk'. 
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Here's my problem with the 
establishment: it exists 



It was a riot. Old school Brighton punks read 
poetry about flowers; post-Banhart collectives from 
Oxford jangled cowbells and sung softened female 
vocals through the drift of drunken banter; a man 
named Winston Echo stared into the heavens and 
exhorted everyone to make monster noises; 
bearded Scotsmen missed their ukeleles and a 
tanked-up Irishman by name of Larry Pickleman 
charmed with his antidisestablishmentarianism; 
even The Legend ! got up to improvise Television 
Personalities songs over a monotone keyboard. 

A few days later, I attended a gig (The Rebel, 
Skill 7 Stamina 1 2, Socrates That Practices Music, 
The Legend !) at a community centre in the heart 
of Brighton (Seven Dials) and the vibe was the same; 
delight at being allowed free expression, disdain 
at authority, a willingness to experiment with ideas 
simply not witnessed outside the DIY sector. 

One only hopes that, in 30 years time, there will 
be a Chuck Warner around to document all this. 

What attracted you to independent records? 

"There was that whole explosion of Stiff,Chiswick, 
Rough Trade, FastProducts and so on, and it 
seemed obvious that between ELO and PragVEC, 
if you wanted to hear the most involving music it 
would very likely be something released on a tiny 
independent label. These were things that defied 
market logic (before the deadening lingo of market 
forces had taken root). It was just intuitively obvious 
that people spending time and effort making and 
distributing musicthatwas planning to sell in 
volumes of less than 5,000 meant it in some way 
which the behemoths of the mass market did not. 
Not that I have a particular beef with 'Mr Blue Sky' 
or anything. Fine toe-tapping music, if tapping 
one's toes is the outcome one was hoping for. 

"There again, everyone who loves music 
will have something somewhere in their record 
collection which would not exist without the 
organisational muscle of the majors. But many 
a middle-ranking chart giant from the Nineties 
ends up with a happy post-retirement career on 
Cooking Vinyl (or similar) - in the end, it's the small 
operations that can meet artistic ambitions in the 
absence of an uncritical consuming mass. " 

(Protag, The Instant Automatons) 



What's your fondest 
memory of the times? 

"The role Z Block 
Records played in 
ensuring the Young 
Marble Giants got 
to make their one and only LP. They had initially 
refused to be on [Welsh compilation album] Is 
The War Over? As it turns out, had they not been 
persuaded to participate, the only YMGs recordings 
in existence would be a handful of the original 
cassette version of Colossal Youth they released 
by themselves. 

"By the time Rough Trade heard their tracks on 
the compilation, YMGs had agreed to split up. I love 
to tell the tale of how a cheeky nine-year-old lad 
knocked on our door and asked for 'Mr Z Block', 
telling us that there was a man on the phone -the 
contact number we used was a public call box over 
the road from our flat. The caller was from Rough 
Trade, asking for YMGs to get in touch. The rest 
is history. In some ways, YMGs' success fed our 
cynicism. We'd hoped that they would get Reptile 
Ranch to support them on tour, and when they hit 
the front page of Sounds, selling out their Art 
College gig (prior to this, their average audience 
was about six, mainly Z Blockers), it felt like we'd 
been barking up the wrong tree. YMGs had been 
our hope for putting Cardiff on the musical map but 
they were suddenly in a different league and Cardiff, 
ratherthan gaining, actually lost something special." 
(Spike, Reptile Ranch) 

Go fowww.hyped2death.com for all the links you'll 
ever need 
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Talk us through the machinations of 
releasing a record. 

" It was so easy! We just got very drunk over the course 
of a day rehearsing at a scungy place in Walthamstow, 
recorded everything we did over the course of eight 
hours on a crappy tape recorder, came home and then 
edited down several hours to 1 minutes for our first 
single. Went to Rough Trade to play it to them and they 
said they would take 400 of them on a sale or return 
basis! We knew enough about where to go to master 
the records and get them pressed by hanging out with 
Scritti Politti and the like, so we pressed 1 ,000 and sold 
them by going round to our favourite record shops. All 
very home-made! 

"We also had a mail-order business, and at one 
stage were receiving about 50 letters a week from 
people asking for copies. We used to chuck in other 
things to the parcels when we sent them off- like 
old jumpers, magazine cuttings, combs, anything we 
felt like really -just to keep ourselves amused really. 

"Our first single was the first thing we ever did - 
before a gig, before we'd rehearsed properly. . .and 
it was through releasing records that we decided 
to try and play some gigs. Our rationale was that if 
a thousand people had paid money to buy our singles 
then there must be enough that would come and see 
us make a live noise." 
(Nag, The Door And The Window) 

" Exciting, but terrifying the first time you do it. You had 
to end up with something you were going to be happy 
to live with for the next year or so (it's surprisingly easy 
to make a recording that you don't like, or that sounds 
nothing like the band usually does). 

"We had the advantage of me knowing how to use 
a studio because I read the magazine Studio Soundl 
After that, it was question of finding a pressing plant 
and sending them the tape and a cheque, thinking 
about serial numbers, registering it with MCPS, 
designing labels and sleeves. Or not designing them 
in our case. We'd spent all the available funds, most 
of which came from the Peel session, on recording and 
pressing, so there was nothing left for a 'nice' sleeve. 
I've always thought content more important than 
packaging anyway, though most people who might 
have agreed changed their minds when they saw our 
sleeve. After all that, you have to convince people to 
listen to it, take copies to radio stations and the music 
press, and then wait to be ignored. 

"Tony Parsons eventually reviewed it in NME, 
lumped in with about 25 others with similar low- 
budget sleeves, and basically said we shouldn't be 
allowed to live. 

"Then, of course, it had to be sold. We'd pressed 
a thousand and thought it would sell out because in 
the first week we got rid of 800 through distributors 
such as Small Wonder and Rough Trade. After that, 
it was literally a few here and there. The novelty of 
independent releases had already worn off, because 
most of the records were very forgettable. It was really 
a hard slog for scant reward, to the extent that I gave 
up on the band thing. It's nice that people like it now 
and some people even still buy it (and yes, I have still 
got spare copies)." 
(Mick Sinclair, The Funboy Five) 
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Intrepid sister act CocoRosie return from strip-mining their collective subconscious, bearing 
further tales from a rainbow-hued dream syndicate 



It's mid-afternoon. The hotel room is dishevelled, 
crumpled. Bottles of mineral water, fizzy drinks, 
glasses, litter the table. The double bed is unmade. 
It seems Sierra and Bianca Casady - one close- 
cropped, boyish but minus the moustache she 
pencilled on forthephotoshoot; the other 
perturbed but slowly thawing -have just woken 
up. Beautiful view out the windows, I comment, 
taking in the chimney pots and rooftop cafes of 
London all the way to Hampstead, perhaps. 

Uh-oh, they nod smiling, silent and a little wary. 

The new album is quite different to the previous 
two. Was that a conscious decision? 

(Silence) 

"It's a funny idea, conscious decisions, "drawls 
Bianca. "We work in a very intuitive way and 
we're always excited to allow ourselves to reinvent 
ourselves, and go against ourselves. " 

"One of our main goals as recording artists is to 
document subconscious life," adds Sierra, "even in 
our most delicate moments. " 

This new record is different, though. Your 
debut (2004's La Maison De Mon Reve) was all 
about squeaky toys; an artfully crafted, dissipated, 
disingenuously dark Fisher-Price fairytale with 
whispered mutterings, harp and booming operatic 
voices forcing their way through in bursts of oddly 
disconnected emotion. It was folk, albeit new 
Americana weird-ass hippie folk - or whatever the 
hell name they gave it that year - along the lines of 
Devendra and Joanna. It charmed in its innocence, 
cajoled with its finery. Itwasbohemian, exotic, 
spoilt and ace. The second (2005's unicorn- 
copulating, disappointing Noah's Ark) reprised the 
first, made us wonder if winsome only works once. 

But this one (The Adventures Of Ghosthorse 
And Stillborn) is way indie gone hip hop, like Barr, 
or those soulful emo boys over at Anticon: beat-box 
and ballet and bovine accordions, interpretative 
dancing and stained glass reveries and late 
night try-outs for The South Bank Show, horses 
whinnying and a Mechanical Forest Of Feelings, 
Wee Willie Winkie running through the town 
wearing nothing but an icy-thin nightgown ... 

Ah fuck it. It ain't that different from the first 
two, except in the sound- balmy, buffeted by sheen 
and finesse, a little bit Portishead here, a little bit 
M Ward there; fractured, fondant; produced in 
the south of France and Reykjavik. It's not that it's 
not mischievous, more that the sisters have allowed 
some adults into their dressing-up box world. 

"The first album wasn't a proper record," 
Bianca explains. "It was a document, a sound book, 
a diary. . .We weren't even imagining the future. " 

"Story-telling is a big thing for us," continues 
her sister, "even on our latest record which is the 
most autobiographical." 

Do you like to discomfit yourselves while you're 
creating music? 

"Discomfit?" laughs Sierra. "Like with whips 
and nails?" 



"Sometimes it's more scary," demurs Bianca. 
"You don't discriminate against those feelings. You 
tap into the dimensions of your subconscious." 

Is it masochistic to expose yourself to the world? 

"Not at all," Bianca replies. "It's more of a 
healing process, a dismantling of all the knots. We 
embrace our childhood. We don'tfeel a distinction 
between childhood and adulthood." 

First time I saw CocoRosie they were sandwiched 
between two metal bands: fury and finesse and 
fidgeting. They were already bored with the gigging 
process; exchanged recipes and springtime follies. 
They don't remember. The second time, they were 
surrounded in theirtangled pomp by folk like, yes, 
Devendra and Joanna, and how I could intrude 
upon such radiance? These are the chosen few, 
the hippie children of the Sixties dreamers, and 
my generation was far too prematurely disillusioned 
to connect with their easy, giving natures. 
They don't remember. 

So, I say, flummoxed by the abstract, do you read 
much of your own press? 

"No," says Sierra, shaking her head. "I can't read 
too good as it is. When I look at words, a lot of times 



school and who knows what else, and Bianca 
had sold street art in big cities. Although they claim 
not to rebel against their past, their propensity for 
dressing up - being photographed in the bath, fully 
clothed; owning their own Manhattan art gallery, 
The Museum Of Nice Items; championing other 
esoteric artists (such as the appalling Bunny Rabbit) 
through Bianca's record label Voodoo-EROS - is 
a clear reaction to their upbringing. 

"Most moms have lipstick and dresses," says 
Sierra. " My mom didn't have that. And then our 
father wore maybe one pair of smelly, old, holey 
jeans for years. Maybe it didn't occur to us to get 
into fashion back then." 

So what forms of expression were you 
encouraged to take? 

" My dad would yell at us sometimes to go 
outside and do these dances to bring the rain," 
Sierra laughs. "We neither believed in it nor 
disbelieved in it. It was a part of everyday life. " 

"We grew up thinking of ourselves as 
outsiders," says Bianca. "We still do, although 
maybe not as much." 

"The weirdest experience was when we lived 
in the suburbs for a while, " comments her sister. 
"Thatwassoodd! There was this good Christian 



'I had quite an obsession, as a kid, 
of making friends with small rocks' 

- Bianca Casady 



they invert themselves and fold over. . . I don't think 
I've read one article. I don't read books. My eyes 
cross and I get really dizzy. Maybe I just need glasses, 
but my parents never tried. " 

So where does your imagination come from, if 
not from books? 

"Our dream-life is very vivid," mulls Bianca. 
"We spent a lot of our childhood in very desolate 
areas. Put kids in front of televisions and video 
games and all kinds of colourful, moving plastic toys 
and they don't need to make up stuff. We had little 
external stimuli. I had quite an obsession, as a kid, 
of making friends with small rocks." 

"We also made our own ouija board out of 
scraps of paper and natural objects," adds Sierra. 
"We had an on-line circle of ghost boyfriends. That 
was very major for Bianca. So..." 

Sierra (born in Iowa) and Bianca (born in Hawaii) 
lived nomadic childhoods: their (now estranged) 
father was a shaman, and follower of the pan-tribal 
Native American Peyote Church; their mother was 
an artist and teacher. Sierra, the older child, was 
sent away to private school aged 1 3 because she 
would sing all day: it's said the pair didn't meet again 
until a nearly a decade later, in Paris - by which time 
Sierra had been through operatic training and dance 



family living next door, with five kids - and they had 
five paddles on the wall, each with a child's name. 
And there was one for the dog, too ! And the dog's 
butt was always red." 

So we talk beards and conformity, Picnic At Hanging 
Rock and late night atmosphere, Indian chanting 
and sea-changes. Living in the suburbs, like I do, it 
strikes me that that is where the real outsiders linger, 
too scared or indoctrinated to break free, not having 
the fortune of interpretative tutoring. In thrall to the 
kids hanging bored round shopping malls; in thrall 
to television and the continuous playground revolt 
against style. It's in the suburbs that the envious lurk, 
looking in on the crazy, flamboyant lives of the rich 
and artistic - not comprehending that it's possible 
to make yourself that way. The excitement comes 
vicariously at best, the emotions are second-hand. 
It's pretty miserable being an outsider. 

CocoRosie aren't outsiders, far from it. They 
hang with their sainted, bohemian circles, are feted 
from afar. People are wrong to equate being outside 
with being unique. Being outside means being 
condemned to a cold existence away from the neon 
and greasepaint. No dancing about architecture. 

Rock'n'roll is for the in crowd only. 
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Concise, precise and frustrated, Good Shoes make suburban punk-pop that's beyond retro and 
fully in the here and now - and yeah # we're old enough to say stuff like that 



Words: Neil Kulkarni 
Photography: Nick Ballon 



Good Shoes - can I count the ways I should hate 
thee? Indie rock. Buzz band. Spiky-sounding. Fine. 
This party's gash and full of wankers, I'm slipping 
out the door once the Yahtzee's out. 

Hold the phone, though. Good Shoes are the 
band where I ask myself, where the fuck do you 
think you're going, you blinded-by-bitterness 
bozo? Pay attention for once. Luckily for me, in a 
nonchalant, unmannered way, Good Shoes forced 
their way into my vicinity and through my anti-indie 
prejudice. I was ruffed up at the DJ booth by four 
unprepossessing lads playing across the room: static 
from head to toe, energy from wood to wire, held 
loose and released tight and you there clothes-lined 
and floored, frozen in awe at a sound like a grid 
of razor wire descending from the ceiling. Guitars, 
sure, but also neon where there's none, the 
suggestion of shape and colour and a melodic 
precision, a pop sense, a diamond-tight feel and 
unique songs. That night, so strangely dressed- 
down and similarly rootless'n'suburban, Good 
Shoes seemed surely to be the true reincarnation 
of Disco Inferno, nowt less than the living 
reinvigoration of a stillborn genre (postpunkoid 
indie) by kids too young to know what they're 
even meant to be ripping off. 

Don't mistake Good Shoes for the trailchasing 
likes of InterFuturePolHeads- there's no sense of 
rock history being revisited here. In fact, it's precisely 
Good Shoes' second generation impurity that seals 
them so completely off from the necrophiliacs and 
shoulda-been-roadies imprisoning indierock in 
ever-tightening black drainpipes. Good Shoes have 
less than no interest in sounding like a band from 
1 979 and so when Rhys, the lead singer (I'm told 
that the rest of the band - Rhys' bro Tom on drums, 
Steve and Joel on guitar and bass respectively - 
don't talk much), shakes my hand and says, "Who 
are Wire? We're constantly compared to Wire. 
Honestly, I've never heard them", it's all you can do 
not to break into applause at the upstart's chutzpah. 

" I just don't listen to old music. There's too much 
new stuff to listen to. The first band any of us were 
ever into massively was The Strokes," he says. 

You pause to recall your age, wonder whether 
The Strokes are an acceptable starting point and 
then remember that the first two Strokes albums 
were indeed things of wonder. 

"That was the first time that I was into music 
seriously, although up until then we'd all loved pop 
music, chart music. Pop music forces you to be a 
ruthless editor as a songwriter and a band - you 
can't just wank about. Which suits us, cos we're 



a catastrophically under-rehearsed band. We 
couldn't actually jam if we tried." 

That pop trajectory fits because Good Shoes 
debut album, Think Before You Speak, is so madly 
concise, so quick to use ideas and move on, it's a 
model of Tin Pan Alley discipline and forward vision 
at a time when turning up in the right high street 
vintage and fitting in with a lineage seems to be 
more important. Songs like 'Sophia', 'All In My 
Head', and The Photos On My Wall' aren't just 
mini-masterpieces of choon'n'chug, they're shot 
through with the mordant Morden wit of Rhys' lyrics 
and a heart-tugging sense of everyday poetry that's 
entirely Good Shoes' own. These are generous, 
open-hearted songs, with a sound born not from 
cap-doffing or dues-paying, but a curious sense that 
Good Shoes missed out on a musical upbringing. 

"Actually, Steve's classically trained. He can play 
amazingly complex things I couldn't make a brave 
stab at. I guess the mix between the fact he can play 
and the rest of us can't accounts for our sound. " 

Nailed, young man - 'tis the crush between 
ramshackle and incisive that makes Good Shoes 
work; that and the fact they've seemingly emerged 
from nowhere. Aka Morden. Tell me about it. 

"There's not a lot to tell, and that's the key to 
understanding the place really. What do you know 
about Morden?" 

Norralot, driven through it once- seemed 
anonymous, blitzed and jerry-built. Rather like 
home, in fact. 

" Exactly- it's not the hippest area of London. 
Though we were always dimly aware that the 
metropolis was up the road, when you're in Morden 
it's like a little capsule that keeps you confined. 
That's why I think the songs are kind of universal, 
cos there's a lot of go-nowhere shitholes in the 
world. We still live there, with our parents, which is 
a drag but something I wantto do while I still can." 

Tell me what you're like -on record you come 
across as a lazy, occasionally arrogant sap slightly 
too hopeful about yourself and the world . . . 

"Yeah, that's me! The lyrics for this record are all 
drawn entirely from personal experience - although 
I like to think there's more going on than just me 
whingeing.The songs refer quite often to moments 
that happen in the middle of boring days watching 
telly and just drifting, where you just finally snap, 
end a conversation or a relationship, or start an 
argument and a romance. I want the songs to reflect 
the boredom and the breaking of it. There's one 
song based on a busted relationship with a girl; 
I pray she doesn't hear it. But my attitude when 



I was writing the album was that I was slightly tense, 
generally pissed off, occasionally in love with others 
and myself and sometimes in suspicion of both." 

On 'Morden' itself and tracks like 'In The City' 
and Things To Make And Do', there are hints that 
the frustration Rhys brings to his songs about 
relationships could find wider world-sized targets. 
Seething under the surface of Good Shoes is an 
antipathy to apathy that's also political. 

"The songs I'm writing at the moment are 
a lot more political. Anyone sane right now wants 
to see Blair and Bush in court, and I reckon that all 
Americans should get the same treatment when 
they travel around the world as people get when 
they arrive in the States. I want them fingerprinted, 
interrogated and possibly full cavity searched! Most 



'Who are Wire? 
Honestly, I've 



never heard 
them' 



people at the moment just seem intent on getting 
through the week and getting out of their faces 
at the weekend - 1 hope we suggest that there's 
something else going on as well, that escape can't 
just be the only option. We'd have been lying if the 
album said that we were all just young and happy to 
be here. I don't know a young person who is totally 
happy. And the way we're portrayed everywhere. . . " 

. ..Hollyoaks, Skins, MTV, Radio 1 , NME. . . 

" . . .Yeah, it's all bullshit, isn't it? I mean, I suspect 
most of these people haven't even spoken to any of 
the people they're meant to be catering for. People, 
normally old-folk journalists like yourself, always 
seem like they want us to explain how we're heavily 
influenced by punk or whatever and I just think, 
hold on, that was about 1 5 years before I was even 
born. We need a sound that suits us, that fits with 
ourthoughts about our times -that's all we were 
interested in creating on Think Before You Speak. 
Writing the truth, and making it danceable and 
making it pop." 

An upped ante, a burn-up of the last three 
years' holding pattern of retroaction, a reminder 
that skinny boys with guitars aren't always to 
be avoided, and let's call the slate clean. Get on 
your Good Shoes and strut. 
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taking out the trash 



/ords: Robin Wilks 
hotography: Andy Whitton 



Beth Ditto struts onstage, dressed in 
a bin bag (an actual bin bag) 



The Gossip 

The Astoria, London 

So The Gossip went and got massive - not 
before time -and I keep hearing 'Standing 
In The Way Of Control' in Costcutter, 
which is always an accurate barometer of 
superstardom. Hence tonight's sold-out gig 
at the Astoria, organised by NME (cue barbed 
comments from singer Beth Ditto about the 
impropriety of voting women to the top of 
your Cool List and then putting boring old 
men on the cover!), with an awful DiY/Jive 
Bunny-core support act that I won't go to 
the trouble of mentioning the name of here, 
in case you do the unthinkable and go check 
them out on MySpace out of curiosity and 
waste several valuable minutes of your life 
on their 'wacky' nonsense. 

But so anyway Ditto struts onstage, 
dressed in a bin bag (an actual bin bag), and 
as usual sounds completely fantastic. There's 
a difference between having a great voice and 
being a great singer; the former is effortless 
and can often be boring as fuck, but you need 
to put guts and blood into the latter, and when 
you get it right, and carry on getting it right, 
you can sing anything, in any style, and it'll 
sound wonderful. 

Her voice evokes a bunch of values that 
are mostly used nowadays as ciphers for 
marketing dull and blank musicto people 
withouta clue in the world. Blues. Soul. 
Grit. No one smart talks about these things 



officially over, they're terms for business 
people, Hard Rock Cafe uses them to sell 
T-shirts and daiquiris, and endless awful cover 
bands use them to bore drunk people to tears 
with their dreadful phlegmy voices. But one 
defiant war cry from Beth Ditto, so sharp and 
raw and rough and tender, as she tears off that 
actual bin bag to reveal the most ridiculously 
lurid peacock-blue leotard everrr, freshens up 
these tired ideas. 

All of which explains why, as much as it 
would be nice to redress the balance a little 
and write a review of The Gossip that wasn't 
entirely fixated on Beth, it'd also be complete 
insanity and I'm nottheonetodo it, because 
if it wasn't for her, these guys would be lucky 
to be headlining a place as big as the Astoria. 
That may sound cruel, but imagine any 
standard 'indie' singer fronting The Gossip 



in her place. Even someone with A Nice Voice. 
Ouch. Doesn't work. See? 

Ditto prowls around the stage, emanating 
effortless power and easy humour (her 
comments about the smell inside her knickers 
get uneasy laughs, and she repeatedly offers 
£100 to anyone who will eat her own bogey 
- no one takes her up on this). The explosive 
'Listen Up', like every song tonight, sounds 
immeasurably beefier onstage; its ESG-isms 
so much more thrilling for being part of such 
a gutsy whirlwind of power and energy. 
And the band seem so damn pleased to be 
here, and humble, too - but not in a fakey, 
punchable Chris Martin way; it's genuine 
andtouching. 

The righteous rant of 'Yr Mangled 
Heart' is equally transformed, a searing disco 
torch song that has Ditto bouncing back and 
forth across the entire stage. There's even 
an instrumental break when she goes off 
to change out of the leotard - it's "chafing", 
apparently- and reappears via the moshpit 
to deafening applause. Slow-burner 'Coal To 
Diamonds' shows an achingly tender side to 
The Gossip - it's a great testament to the fact 
they're are one of very few rock bands able to 
successfully and convincingly play soul music 
(aside from Greg Dulli's Afghan Whigs/Twilight 
Singers, I can't think of any others). 

And then there's That Song, which I've 
heard so many times over the past two years, 
but still sounds so vital, its chorus so big and 
intense, its breakdown impossible not to get 
wrapped up in and carried away. It's one of 
those huge records that get endlessly, boringly, 
lazily overplayed -but still never fail to bring 
out a sense of joy, every single time. 
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high tide 

Words: Lauren Strain 
Photography: Owen Richards 

Panda Bear 

The Phoenix, Manchester 

The place is trembling with sold-out reverie, 
all for a guy in a spotty jumper and trucker 
cap. Eyes buried beneath the peak and 
curtained by straggly, mouse-brown hair, 
he takes to his decks protectively, slender 
arms like wily young branches. He seems 
healthy, tired, assured; unassuming; an 
unlikely-looking human vehicle, perhaps, 
for the ensuing odyssey of snuffles, floor- 
scrapings and thwoooooshing sea surf. But 
then, this is Panda Bear- Noah Lennox of 
Animal Collective -and these things are 
the clicks and scuffles between his ears, 
the ongoing kerfuffle of the atmosphere. 

Castigated by Hush Arbors for obscuring 
the stage peripheries, we stand instead 
between pillar and speaker stack. Our vision 
is blinkered; there's a passage through to our 
perpetrator, and a blurry edge of darkness 
on either side. It helps. You focus; fall slowly 



forwards; then phase, gradually, out. From 
'Comfy In Nautica'-with its underwater 
handclaps, sea anemone choruses and Noah's 
breathy chants -to the euphorically tribal 
'Take Pills', a song for swaying thighs and 
swinging hips, it's almost hallucinatory. 
Shifting pictures build themselves before 
your eyes but just beyond physical grasp; 
suspended, mid-air, not there and yet 

Grey tides of ebbing 
cymbals flecked with 
aquamarine schools 
of flitting fintails 

more real than anything. 'Good Girls' has 
skittering, hollow drums and panic spliced 
with panpipes, then gunshots; elsewhere, 
dance console electronics cut across Game 
Over sirens that spiral upwards, unhinged. 
Each song submerges into its successor, 
sometimes bowing out gently, sometimes 
tussling as beats refuse to die when new 
surges clamour at their feet, like waves 



fighting for direction or eddying wind 
currents. He juggles an extraordinary palette, 
from sounds like secret hordes of murmuring 
wild beasts to grey tides of ebbing cymbals 
flecked with aquamarine schools of flitting 
fintails. It's a tired word, but this stuff is so 
earthy; everything is exhaled, everything 
a natural thatch of pine greens, peat browns 
and clouded blues, bound by a hypno-voice 
fed through layers of reverberating echo. 
A friend reckons he's better on record, 
inactive onstage. And yeah, he hardly moves, 
except for flexed fingers hovercrafting above 
equipment- but, in some ways, this is about 
being static in a limbo of aerated, gelatinous 
audio bubbling around your ears. It's about 
not quite being able to feel the extremities 
of your body. If Lennox took his gaze from 
the invisible but imaginable goal that's tucked 
inside these dials and switches, he'd shatter 
the environment he's forging from them. 
A lot of it's danceable, and joyously so; but 
it's also music for sitting cross-legged on the 
Phoenix's floor, dropping your head into your 
hands, creating a little space of darkness, and 
just zoning out, enveloped. 



African Soul Rebels Tour: 
Femi Kuti, Ba Cissoko, Akli D 

Barbican, London 



Algerian-born Akli D plays Berber music 
with an electric blues band, and sings 
protest songs both lyrical and literal. Gently 
strummed incantations to the sea sit next 
to reggae-inflected reveilles, and his subjects 
- including immigration in Paris, Chechen 
orphans and self-determining Algerian 
women - has an international scope. 

Ba Cissoko 's band is an unusual line-up 
of two electric koras, calabash percussion, 
electric bass, and singing. Astunning wash 
of liquid sounds, intricacies and moods, 
tumbles and pours. Cissoko 's structural 
and technical innovation aims to affect 



traditional Griot music in the way that 
Hendrix did the blues, and it bloody does. 
It's beautiful. 

Femi Kuti is accompanied by an 
enormous band and barely dressed 
dancers. Most of the tunes are Femi's 
own, with the exception of an enormous, 
awesome rendition of his father's 'Water 
Got No Enemy'. The man sweats and 
jokes and circular breathes, and his voice 
warms up and it all gets a little bit gospel 
- the gospel of sweat, and sex, and love- 
your-family, and give-up-shopping - 
and the bass is vibrating the room, and I'm 
thinking Afrobeat is the most awesome 
music ever. 
Melissa Bradshaw 



Bonde do Role 

Cais da Alfandega, Recife, Brazil 



As Bonde do Role take to the stage, I hear 
vocalist Marina Ribatski exclaim: "This is the 
biggest crowd we've ever played to ! " Thing 
is, she doesn't look nervous at all. 

Brazilian bailefunktrio Bonde do Role 
might have just signed to Domino in the 
UK, but right now we're at the middle of the 
carnival in Recife, and watching are about 
1 5,000 people who have no idea what to 
expect. But Bonde kill it! Pedro screams out, 
"There are only beautiful people here", and 
before long he's offstage making out with 
a group of girl fans. Meanwhile, Marina is 
rolling on the floor, opening her legs, dancing 
with Pedro one moment, humping Gorky the 



next, rubbing a T-shirt on her crotch, and 
screaming "Now blow, blow right in the 
middle/Meanwhile lick it so you can comb 
the pubic hairs" '(it rhymes in Portuguese). 
The hits, 'Danga da Ventuinha' and 'Melo 
do Vitiligo', come, as do crowd-pleasing 
samples from AC/DC, Daft Punk and Grease. 
Bonde do Role beam. The carnival is theirs! 
Ana Garcia 



Dartz! 

Cornerhouse, Middlesbrough 



Ere mate, do youse sound owt like Pete 
Doherty?" shouts the drunk propped up on 
the barrier. Dartz! smirk collectively, a band 
that usually play a set tighter than Pete's 
favourite tourniquet. They've got a debut 
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mating season 

Words: Hayley Avron 

Trencher photography: Grant Peden 

Chinchillafest 

Brudenell Social Club, Leeds 

Festivals come and go; bottles, baggies and cans 
are opened and spilt, mud is scraped off shoes and 
the memories slide with them. And then there is 
Chinchillafest, three days of jaw-dropping music 
from Leeds' DIY scene and beyond. 

Friday 

20:1 9 Cowtown. A bear-headed keyboardist 
launches glitter into the crowd. A man dressed as 
a tiger blocks my view. I can smell a party. 
22:04 Tigers! take the stage in wrestlers' outfits, 
masks and cowboy hats. Men melt microphones 
with guttural guitar-play and tiger-hide hot pants. 
22:1 9 A man in a gold-sequinned dinner jacket 
hits a cowbell with the demeanour of a somebody 
about to serve dinner. We get a glimpse inside the 
mind of an ADHD sufferer and come out smiling. 
Sometime after 23:00 Printed Circuit defy the 
noise curfew and make the floor bounce with byte- 
sized pop anthems. Water pistols are unleashed. 



Saturday 

15:13 In the over-lit venue full of skinny boys 
tuning guitars, it's like the waiting room for Alt- 
Rock Idol auditions... 

1 5:44 And the winners are. . .The Dawn Chorus! 
They shout about " Organisation ! " and " Practice ! " 
in the way This Ain't Vegas shout about promotion. 
1 6:56 Action Beat serve up well-trained noise, 
boxer-shorts, ding-film and a larger glimpse of 

A larger glimpse 
of testicle than I'm 
accustomed to at 
this hour 

testicle than I'm accustomed to at this hour. Feral, 

yet utterly restrained. 

19:271 don't so much hear, or see, as feel 

Trencher. There's a couple hundred moronically 

nodding rock dogs surrounding them, but they 

pass through my bones like an MRI scan and shake 

up dead veins and scartissue. 

22:25 An APAtT performance is like an am-dram 

guide to every genre of music ever invented, or 



revised, condensed into a 30 minute set by the 
most talented outcasts that money can buy. 
00:00 Bilge Pump break up the dance patterns 
with a bashful a cappella rendition of 'Total Eclipse 
Of The Heart', in homage to the lunar eclipse 
outside. A pause for laughter, then back to the 
ball-breaking tub-thumping. 

Sunday 

1 7:55 Inecto School and SERFS are barricaded 
in a circle. A guitarist crouches on the floor, 
performs open-heart surgery on his guitar. 
1 8:53 A violin is lowered and one of 7 Hertz 
sings a folk song of moss and forests and rivers. 
Every hair on my neck is paying strict attention. 
21 :14 Eiger: schizophrenic, observant, achingly 
funny and harbouring vast musical talent. They 
don't give away that it's their last gig but you 
see the apologies in their eyes. 
22 :00 The elder statesfreaks of the Leeds 
underworld that make up Quack Quack hurl 
their Krautpop nonsense about with a ferocity 
that engulfs an adoring crowd. Moz leaps from 
kit to synth, to crowd, to Kit again with the agility 
of a gurning baboon. Encores can only last so long. 
I don't like Mondays. 



album to promote, and after a charming 
set from Sheffield romantics Slow Club - 
a country and western Sonny and Cher — 
they've a lot to live up to. Things start well, 
with emo-pop gem 'OneTwice Again', then 
the 'PregoTrianglous' -three minutes of 
jerk-pop that ends with a breathless charge 
of widdly guitar and cymbal crash -with the 
crowd cheering as a cowbell is produced for 
'Teaching Me To Dance'. 

But then what happens? The rest is 
adequate, ratherthan amazing, and limps 
to a flat end. I blame the grueling tour 
schedule. It's a little disappointing to see 
people so young look so tired, but that's 
what being a pop star does to you, I guess. 
Natalie Boxall 



Gallows 

Barfly, Cardiff 



It's curious that a Watford hardcore band 
should become Britain's great white rock 
hopes. It's curious that their brand of small- 
town ire is filling the heads of thousands 
when similar exponents are half-filling toilet 
venues nationwide. Except, as Frank Carter, 
ginger-quiffed centurion of off-stage crowd 
scaring, stalks between audience members 
with the subtlety of a caged panther, the 
justification is made scrawny, inked-up flesh. 
He must know the sound tonight is dreadful: 
he's mostly flailing and yapping in front of 
the PA. Yet he cares about little else enough 
to refrain from running his mouth off, so 
why let puny soundsystems hold him and 



his charges back? And you pray Carter would 
rest easy if " You always were/A fucking 
prick", the deafening hollered-back crux 
of 'Will Someone Shoot That Fucking Snake', 
were inscribed on his tombstone. In a world 
of nicely turned out bores, Gallows are cunts 
of the highest order. Hallelujah forthat. 
Adam Anonymous 



Kristin Hersh 

Leadmill, Sheffield 



The diminutive woman onstage, white 
T-shirt hanging off her bones, acoustic guitar 
swamping her frame, lets out a sugar coated 
growl from the bottom of her lungs, forces it 
out through barely-opened teeth. There's no 
telling where it comes from, or what has 



hacked and spliced at her vocal cords over 
the years to create such a rasping roar of her 
voice. "Getting up is what huuuurrrrrts, " 
she growls over seductive violin and cello. 
The bass guitar sits patiently in no man's land 
in the mix, while the room can barely contain 
Rob Ahlers' booming bass drum. 

We are led through her turbulent new 
album, gently across the 'White Bikini Sand' 
of her back catalogue and have an intimate 
moment with her diary when she leaves us 
with a fiery rendition of 'The Letter'. There 
is reverence in the room, several hundred 
people hypnotised by her thousand-yard 
stare; a heroine that has stood the test of 
time and remains just the right side of crazy. 
Hayley Avron 
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electric anarchy 

Words: Louis Pattison 

Photography: Emily Graham 

Crystal Castles 

The Social, London 

I'm watching a YouTube video 'filmed' in the online 
virtual world of Second Life. Presumably sensing 
an innovative way to connect with young voters, 
Democratic senator John Edwards has set up 
a cute little political HQ to promote his bid for 
the American Presidency in 2008. His neighbours, 
however, don't appear so keen, making the HQ 
a target for "griefers", online vandals. In this clip, 
Edwards' headquarters are stormed by a battalion 
of beaming Super Marios. "You see this over and 
over again," writes John Brownleeof Wired. "The 
sorry gray drones of political parties or corporations 
rushing to establish a presence in Second Life. . . 
only to find themselves staring in horror directly 
into the collective Goatse.cx of the Internet's soul . " 
Much like the griefers making Edwards' virtual 
life a misery, Toronto's Crystal Castles -named 
after She-Ra's palace in She-Ra: Princess Of Power 
-are unmistakably children of the Eighties. They 
look perfect, as if plucked off a rail in American 



Apparel: the girl, Alice, with her tiny T-shirt and 
drastic bob and kohl eye make-up, smudged like 
she's applied it by torchlight on a blacked-out 
subway train; the guy, Ethin, with his hood pulled 
up, scraggly beard obscuring his features. The 
drummer is sat low on the stage, out of sight. 
Of course he is: why spoil it? 

Crystal Castles are playing 'Alice Practice'. 
It's the song that alerted the world to their 
presence - a noxious cloud of eight-bit laser zaps 

This elation is 
synthesised, no realer 
than pixels on a screen 

and feline yowls that stings like tear gas pouring 
from a sabotaged dry ice machine. They use a 
circuit-bent keyboard, casing unbolted, electronics 
infiltrated by a rogue Atari chip that twists 
synthesiser pre-sets into coin-collecting pings 
and explosion trills. The result is a dance music 
that's damaged, as if Cher's 'Believe' were to be 
ransacked by the same barbarian Mario hordes 
out there trampling John Edwards' public persona 
into the pixel grass. 



People hate hipsters don't they? That's because 
hipsters are the children of privilege, cherry-picking 
culture for a taste of the exotic, but always ready 
to disengage if the going gets uncool. If there's an 
uncomfortable truth, though, it's that there's often 
things to gain from such practices, new paths to 
discover by getting things wrong. Crystal Castles 
are the kids who got bored of buying Skin Graft 
records by Arab On Radar and started buying 
Italodisco; they're the band formed by bedroom- 
dwelling eBay traders, not macho dudes who 
hang around in guitar shops. And while songs 
like 'Insection' and 'Untrust Us' sound at best 
temperamental, and sometimes semi-formed, 
they never sound lazy. Instead, this is music utterly 
averse to the normal patterns, like how no wavers 
Mars wrote songs that sounded on the verge of 
free-associating themselves out of existence, 
aware that to conform to familiar scripture would 
be like offering themselves up for assimilation. 

Alice waves her slender arms, lost in the music. 
But there's no salvation in the world of Crystal 
Castles, no ecstatic high. This elation is synthesised, 
no realer than pixels on a screen. Yet their energy. . . 
their energy is violent, spasmodic, and physical. 
You'll never dance the same again. 



It Came From Japan 

Prince Albert, Brighton 



I'll admit it. Ninety per cent of the music in 
this magazine I just flat out don 'tget. Yes, 
this makes you better than me. 

It Came From Japan is a free afternoon 
gig for three on-tour Japanese acts. 
The venue is sparsely attended, just 
a few hipsters who drifted by looking for 
shits and giggles. Sonic Dragolgo plays 
Polysics' 'Black Out Fall Out' - smothered 
in a white wave of Stratocaster - and it 
sounds like a speeding love letter. People 
laugh, unsure. 

Bespa Kumamero - terrifyingly uncool 
day-glocyber-goths- atom bom/? the tiny 
pub stage with choreographed anime poses, 



do weird dances and high-five the audience. 
It's just dizzyingly happy. But there's 
lots of sniggering about "crazy Japs" 
that leaves a nasty taste in the mouth. 

Tokyo Pinsalocks lure back the 
musos on the pull of the three girls' 
clattering, vivacious drums, keyboards 
and bass. Hisayo's bass figures are like 
Al Cisneros playing in The Breeders. 

The hipsters sneer and I smile. Music 
snobs are just the most boring, dogmatic 
cunts ever. They're worse than the BNP. 

Have you never had a pop song cock 
a ray-gun to your heart and threaten to 
blast it to atoms? Have you never been 
in love? 
David McNamee 



Nurse With Wound 

1 Royal Festival Hall, London 



The waves start slow and low - mysterious 
electronic pulses and vibrations. They tug 
at the space between the stage and the 
audience, pulling us to and from the 
shadowy figures before us who tinker 
expressionlessly at obscure objects. 

Body shapes merge and distort on 
the screen behind them in a Surrealist 
blur. Gradually, the waves gather shape, 
beats emerge and splutter, the odd distorted 
sample surfaces. The frightening figure 
of Current 93's David Tibet shambles 
onstage with a wine bottle, yelping 
weirdness while he twists his limbs into 
strange shapes. 



This is N urse With Wound's first London 
show since the band's genesis in 1 978. 
Tonight, founder member Steven Stapleton 
is joined by a lineup including MattWaldron, 
Andrew Liles, Colin Potter and Marcus 
Ripley alongside the aforementioned Tibet. 
The audience is a mix of bearded biker 
types, geeks and outcasts; some have even 
brought children (this worries me - the cover 
ofSheenaEaston's'MorningTrain'ina 
demonic Louis Armstrong croak would have 
given me nightmares for months at that age). 

'Two Shaves And A Shine' and part of 
Salt Marie Celeste surface in altered states. 
This is an intoxicating, terrifying experience; 
I can't recommend it highly enough. 
Robin Wilks 
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plan b recommends 

Clutch rock Colchester, Camden crawls (again), Ladyfest 
goes to Leeds, and Plan B knows where Syd Barrett lives. 



only connect in association 
with plan b presents: 
madcap's last laugh 

A evening paying homage to the eccentric 
muse of Pink Floyd's founding member 
(and expert gardener/mantlepiece- 
rearranger) Syd Barrett. Curated by 
Joe Boyd, Barrett's first producer and 
author of recent White Bicycles: Making 
Music In The 1960s, the night will 
feature songs played by a number of 
special guests, plus rare film footage and 
spoken word. 
London Barbican (May 10) 

a hawk and a hacksaw 

Yo, voyager! Don't visit other cultures. 
Let Hawky Handsaw bring it to yr door, 
all bed-haired, beribboned and readyfor 
instant assimilation. 

Oxford Zodiac (May 5), Norwich 
Arts Centre (6), Leeds Holy Trinity 
Church (7), Glasgow The Arches 
(8), Newcastle Northumbria 
University (9), Cardiff The Point 
(10), London Bush Hall (11), 
Brighton Dome (12) 

brett anderson 

Destined never to be the man remembered 
as "the ex-frontman of The Tears", Mr 
Anderson returns with a new, self-titled solo 
album and a Christina Aguilera cover. Maybe 
he's put in his own lyrics about asphalt and 
feckless teens. 

Bristol University (May 1), 
Manchester Academy (2), 
Glasgow QMU (4), 
Wolverhampton Wulfrun Hall (5), 
Newcastle University (8), 
Cambridge Junction (8), London 
Shepherd's Bush Empire (9) 

camden crawl 

Pissheads in leather jackets rejoice! 
One North London locality, two days and 
80 bands, including Blood Red Shoes, Bonde 
Do Role, Emmy The Great, Foals, New Young 
Pony Club, These New Puritans, Xerox Teens, 
and more. A game: how many times can you 
refuse drugs crossing Camden Lock? 
Various Camden venues 
(April 19-20) 

cat power 

A decade down the road, Chan Marshall 

still brings irony-murdering minimal soul for 

digicam phone pix. No petting by order of 

the management. 

London Kentish Town Forum 

(May1) 

electrelane 

PlanBzow\ stars re-enter atmosphere; hit 
yrtown like a meteor. Expect scores of stylish 
intelligentsia to rock with alternating 
elegance and intensity around the crater. 
Newcastle Cumberland Arms, 
(April 30), Manchester Academy 
(May 7), Nottingham The Social 
(8), London Scala (9) 



espers 

Psychedelic folk meanders all the way from 
Philadelphia to the UK courtesy of Scotland's 
wonderful Triptych fest. Sharron Kraus and 
Voice Of The Seven Woods support at a one- 
off London date. 

London Lock 17 (April 26), Triptych 
dates: Aberdeen Lemon Tree (27), 
Glasgow Tramway (28), Edinburgh 
Liquid Room (29) 

explosions in the sky 

Band recently voted Most Likely To Prompt 
Descriptions Like 'Shimmering', 'Ethereal', 
and 'Breathtaking' In Music Journalists. 
Catch their shimmering, ethereal 
breathtaking soundscapes (there's 
another one) at the following venues. 
Glasgow ABC (April 17), 
Manchester University (18), 
London Astoria (19) 

faster than sound 

Noise/sound art bleakfest held in the 
attractive environs of a Suffolk airbase. 
Performances by Haswell and Hecker, Mira 
CalixandTansy Davies, |J-Ziq and Modified 
Toy Orchestra, plus a site installation from 
Throbbing Gristle. 

Bentwaters Airbase, Suffolk 
(June 9) 

feist 

Our corner of the world tour from Gonzalez- 
affiliated forward-looking songwriter with 
cut-glass vocals and dextrous arrangements. 
Brighton Komedia (April 16) 
London Shepherd's Bush Empire 
(17) 

kill your timid notion 

Experimental music, film and visual art 
fest celebrates its fourth year. Performances 
from Cube, William Raban, Keith Evans, 
Coelecanth, Joe Colley, Andrew Lampert 
and Steve Beresford, plus installations from 
Artificiel and Barry Weisblat, and films from 
Bruce Conner, Ben Russell, David Gatten and 
more.www.killyourtimidnotion.org 
Dundee Contemporary Arts 
(April 12-15) 

ladyfest leeds 

Six days of music and arts events, with 

performances from Ana da Silva, Gina Birch 

andThe Raincoats, The Duloks, Lianne Hall, 

Shrag, Polly Shang Kuan Band, and more. 

www.ladyfestleeds.co.uk 

Various Leeds venues (April 10-1 5) 

the sword/clutch 

Sludge-rockin' Texas hipsters hook elbows 
with gruff-voiced Maryland stoners. 
Oxford Zodiac (April 7), London 
Mean Fiddler (8), Portsmouth 
Wedgewood Rooms (10), 
Northampton Soundhaus (11), 
Nottingham Rock City (12), 
Newport TJs (13), Colchester 
Arts Centre (14), Sheffield 
Corporation (15) 
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Artists from the forthcoming Free Noise tour share 
on-the-road experiences and handy tour tips 



What's the strangest place you're ever played? 

"Maybe the London Hippodrome. Or a room at the Holiday Inn. 
It's not just the place, but the vibe. I like to place my hand on the stage 
of a venue and let it speak to me: Is this going to be a good night? 
Or totally fucking weirdo?" (C Spencer Yeh, Burning Star Core) 
"Under a coffee table." (Peter Swanson, Yellow Swans (above)) 

What's the best music to soundtrack your journey? 

"When I'm in Las Vegas I listen to Goblin. When you drive down the 
strip listening to Profondo Rosso and you get out of your car and walk 
into a casino, even the carpet looks like black gloves and straight 
razors." (John Wiese) 

"I like to keep handy these mixes I've been working on for years, 
where I cut down popular songs to a minute or so and chain them 
together one after another. Kind of like Now That's What I Call Music 
meets Alien Lanes. It's a form of time/space travel." (C Spencer Yeh) 

Insert anecdotes from your most disastrous gigs here. 

"One of the most educational disasters that I've witnessed was while 
on tour with another artist on a Free Noise tour in 2003. He played 
for less than a minute, turned off his gear, left the stage and walked 
straight up to me and said that he had just played the worst set he 
had ever played. I had just seen the dude play a few shows and his 
set that night didn't seem like it was any different from the other 
nights. Contemplating that one instance has led me down all sorts 
of paths." (Peter Swanson) 

"Ontourwith Wolf Eyes lastyearthe left rear wheel fell offthevan 
en route to a show in Boston. Quick recovery, though." (John Wiese) 

What are your survival tips for life on the road? 

"Eat well! That's sort of the tour mantra with Gabeand I. On our first 
tour, we had a long drive to our first show. We thought we'd totally 
iron man it and live off trail mix and dried seaweed for the whole tour. 
We started getting super pissed at each other and ended up stopping 
at a co-op for some grub." (Peter Swanson) 
"It used to be wise to always keep handy a bottle of bourbon in the 
travel vehicle. It's quite a multi-purpose tool. I've even seen it used for 
antiseptic on the road." (C Spencer Yeh) 

Free Noise, the touring free jazz/noise revue featuring Evan Parker, 
Yellow Swans, Burning Star Core, John Wiese, Paul Hessian, Metalux, 
John Edwards and Culver, plays at: Edinburgh Bongo Club (April 28), 
Glasgow CCA (29), Cardiff The Point (30), Gateshead The Sage 
(May 1), Leeds Wardrobe (2), Bristol Arnolf ini (3), London ULU (5) 
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Jamie T +l The Hold Steady, Patrick Wolf, IH, A Sliver 
Mt. Zion h Rodriguez* Akron/Family^ Zita Swoon, 
Bunny Rabbit, Camera Obscura, Dccrhoof* DigitaHsm, 
Frlda Hyvonen fc Amon Toblm Goose* Gruff Rhys* 
Heavy Trash (Jon Spencer), MicHake, The Bees, Pop 
Levi, Bedroom Community showcase* Fujiya & Miyagi, 
Simian Mobile Disco, Mocky and many morel 



^M^HHI Metr °P° lis Music . SJM Concerts & PCL 
■ft ^H^E^V b y arrangement with Coda present 

HUDSON 
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Plus guests 




The album 'A Tale Of Two Cities' out now 

www.mrhudsonandthelibrary.com 

www.myspace.com/mrhudson 



MAY 

03 NOTTINGHAM RESCUE ROOMS 

0871310 0000 

04 LIVERPOOL ACADEMY 2 

0870 771 2000 

08 GLASGOW ABC 2 

0870 0600100 

09 NEWCASTLE ACADEMY 2 

0870 771 2000 

10 LEEDS OCKPIT 

0113 245 5570 

11 MANCHESTER ACADEMY 3 

0161 832 1111 

12 BIRMINGHAM ACADEMY 2 

0870 771 2000 

14 CARDIFF BARFLY 

0870 907 0999 

15 EXETER CAVERN 

0871 2200 260 

16 BRISTOL THEKLA 

0870 444 4400 

17 LONDON ELECTRIC BALLROOM 

020 7287 0932 

19 BRIGHTON GREAT ESCAPE 

0870 040 0076 

20 PORTSMOUTH 
WEDGEWOOD ROOMS 

023 9286 3911 

24 Hr CC hotline: 0871 2200 260 
Buy on-line: www.gigsandtours.com 



APRIL 

Mon 16 OXFORD ZODIAC 0870 7712000 

Tue 17 CAMBRIDGE JUNCTION 01223511511 

Wed 18 BRIGHTON CONCORDE 2 O8700 600 100 , - 

MAY 

Mon 07 SHEFFIELD PLUG oii4 24i3040 

Tue 08 LEEDS COCKPIT 01132455570 

Wed 09 PRESTON 53 DEGREES 01772893000 

Metropolis Music & Vman Events by arrangement with Primary Talent Intcrnatio 





PLUS SPECIAL GUESTS 

^burhmovi'e^ 

With live visuals by The Media Lounge 




New album 

'The Destruction of Small Ideas' 

out April 30th on Monotreme Records 

Distributed by Cargo 

www.65daysofstatic.com 



MANCHESTER ACADEMY 3 
Fri 11 NEWCASTLE ACADEMY 2 
Sun 13 NOTTINGHAM ROCK CITY 
Mon 14 BIRMINGHAM ACADEMY 2 
Tue 15 CARDIFF THE POINT 
Wed 16 PORTSMOUTH 

WEDGEWOOD ROOMS 

EXETER PHOENIX 

READING FEZ CLUB 

LONDON KOKO 



Thu 17 
Fri 18 
Sun 20 
24 Hr CC 
or buy on- 



0161 832 
0870 771 2000 
0871310 0000 

0870 771 2000 
029 2046 0873 

023 9286 3911 
01392 667 080 

0871 2200 260 
0207 287 0932 



hotline: 0871 2200 260 
line: www.gigsandtours.com 
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beastie boys. Cornelius, 
devo, mogwai, fangoria, 
dizzee rascal, dj nu-mark. 
dark, alternB, timo maas. 
justice, emanon, skream. 
black devil disco club, 
has well & hecker, jeff mills, 
cursor miner, narod niki. 
a me, charles hay ward, 
junior boys, nicole willis & 
the soul investigators, 
khan of Finland, dj mehdi, 
uffie Feat, feadz, kode 9 & 
the spaceape, dave clarke, 
fm3 buddha machine, ktl, 
dorian, mala rodriguez. 
matthew dear live band, 
miss kittin, black affair. 
simian mobile disco, nettle, 
mary anne hobbs, rahzel & 
dj js-one, hocus pocus, 
oris jay. infinite livez vs 
stade, various production, 
fiblanda, tuorrtas toivonen, 
radio slave, mira calbc, 
new young pony club, 
chateau flight, wolf eyes, 
planningtorock, night of 
the brain, facto delate y 
las f lores azules... 








1 29 APRIL GLASGOW CCA 

Tickets Scotland (0870) 220 116 

1 30 APRIL CARDIFF THE POINT 

Ticketline UK (029) 2023 0130 

tue 1 may GATESHEAD THE SAGE 

(0191)4434661 

WED 2 MAY LEEDS WARDROBE 

(0113)3838800 

thu 3 may BRISTOL ARNOLFINI 

(0117)9172300 
SAT5MAY LONDON ULU 

(020)76642000 



HFMAN 



April 

1 Brighton Dome Bar 

01273 709709 

12 Bristol Thekla 

0117 929 7342 

13 Birmingham Glee Club 

0870 241 5093 

14 Nottingham Rescue Rooms 

0115 958 8484 

15 Leeds Brudnell Social Club 

0113 245 5570 

16 Glasgow King Tut's 

0141 221 5279 

17 Manchester Roadhouse 

0161 832 1111 

18 London KCLSU 

0870 400 0688 

1 9 Cambridge The Shed 

01223 511 511 

Credit Cards Tel: 
0870 400 0688 (24hrs) 

EEI Liven FIT I on. co. uk 

Ticketrush.co.uk 

Free pre release alerts to your mobile 

|LWe"nHTion i in association with The Agency Group 




o, wireless 



festival 



o2wi relessf estiva l.co. uk 



THU 14 JUNE - London FRI 15 JUNE - Leeds 




QUEENS OF THE STONE AGE 

FRI 15 JUNE -London 

FAITHLESS 

BADLY DRAWN BOY 

JUST JACK 

SAT 16 JUNE - Leeds SUN 17 JUNE - London 

KAISER CHIEFS 

EDITORS 7HECR35 

the rakes the tuiang 

SAT 16 JUNE -London SUN 17 JUNE - Leeds 






m, 



Si 



to be announced 







HYDE PARK LONDON HAREWOOD HOUSE LEEDS 

Tickets and festival updates at www.o2wirelessfestival.co.uk 
Credit Cards Tel: 0871 230 9840 

o2 customers get mobile tickets call 0871 230 5440 

Single and multi-day tickets available. Leeds camping tickets - £25 per person for the weekend. 

Limited number of lockers available for pre-booking at both sites. Shuttle buses from Leeds Railway Station - £5 return 

For VIP hospitality: 0207 009 3484 or visit www.LiveNation.co.uk/experience 

Lineup subject to change. Subject to licence. 
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with The Hun Hangar Ensemble 

Albuquerque duo AHAAH present their 
fantastical frenzy of Gypsy song, 

American folk, klezmer and Mexican 
fanfare, joined by four adventurous 
musicians from Budapest and 
UK percussionist Alex Nielson. 




On Tour May 2007 

Sat 5 7.30pm 

OXFORD 

The Zodiac 

0870 7500659 

www.ocmevents.org 

Sun 6 8pm 
NORWICH 

Norwich Arts Centre 

+ Benjamin Wetherill 

01603660352 

www.norwichartscentre.co.uk 

Mon7 7.30pm 
LEEDS 

Holy Trinity Church 
+ Jack Rose 

08700 600100 

www.ticketweb.co.uk 



Tue8 7.30pm 1 

GLASGOW 

The Arches 
+ Jack Rose 

0870 240 7528 

www.thearches.co.uk 

Wed 9 7.30pm 
NEWCASTLE 

Northumbria University 
+ Jack Rose 

0191 227 4757 

www.mynsu.co.uk 



Thu10 7.30pm 

CARDIFF 

The Point 

+ Benjamin Wetherill 

029 2046 0873 

www.thepointcardiffbay.com 



Fri 11 7.30pm 
LONDON 

Bush Hall 
+ Jack Rose 

08700 600100 

www.ticketweb.co.uk 

08700 603 777 

www.seetickets.com 



Sat 12 7.30pm 
BRIGHTON 

Dome 

with King Naat Veliov and 
the original Kocani Orkestar 

01273 709 709 

www.brightonfestival.org 
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TAKEN BYTREES ♦ ELECTRELAHE ♦ ISIS 

TOKYO POLICE CLUB.* STUDIO, 

THE HOLD STEADY? JUNIOR BOYS „ 



MORE ACTS TO BE ANNOUNCED SOON 



28 JUNE GOTHENBURG • 29-30 JUNE STOCKHOLM 

SWEDEN 



CUDGEiD 



barbican 



do something different 



Thu 10 May 

Syd Barrett 

Madcap's Last Laugh 

An evening in homage to the eccentric genius of Pink Floyd's founding 
member, Syd Barrett whose creative legacy and quintessential English 
vocal delivery has proven remarkably influential. 



This special event curated with Barrett's first producer Joe Boyd features 
many special guests performing Syd's songs as well as rare film footage, 
lighting effects and spoken word - for the latest line-up visit 
www.barbican.org.uk/contemporary 

0845 120 7541 Box office Tickets from £15 
www.barbican.org.uk/contemporary 



Exclusive Video Download 

Don't miss our very first Barbican contemporary 
music video download featuring interviews 
with Maxi Jazz, McCoy Tyner + many more 

visit ww.barbican.org.uk/contemporary to view. 



V magazine 






May 31st - June 3rd, Bristol, UK 
www.vennfestival.coin 

Tickets on sale now! 



VJBiViV '07 ... featuring Paavoharju Faust with Colin Potter 

A Hawk and A Hacksaw with The Hun Hangar Ensemble Luke Yibert 
Spring Heel Jack with J. Spaceman & Mark Sanders Ghostigital 
Pixeltan Vladislav Delay Jack Rose Extreme Noise Terror KTL 
Lawrence The One Ensemble Orchestra Safety Scissors Baby Dee 
Yellow Swans Maher Shalal Hash Baz Robin Fox/Anthony Pateras 
Justice Yeldham & The Dynamic Ribbon Device Islajja Morningstar 
Directorsound Sleeping States Aufgehoben Thee Stranded Horse 
Adrian Orange & The Child Slave Rebellion SJ Esau Ted Milton 'Odes' 
+ many more acts still to be announced 
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Venn 2007 is supported by 




CAPSULE PRESENTS 
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13-14 JULY BIRMINGHAM UK 

^ .; ,- MOGWAI 

jr ZENI(^VA / OM 

PHARAOH QfERLORD / fUNNG 

**0 QTTO V>NgpHIRACH f J^ZKAMER 

typBIFI ED TOY ORCHESTRA /kMNGKLANG 

'■ fj\ IAS MA & t h E O vrou s E L OF H E AD L ESS H° RSE s 

^ VOICE ff P*E «^VEN WOODS / g^RARMAjrEER 

' MIGRANT /|yjRAC ELL/ DROPjHE |JME /gp-A EMERSON 

Q^LVADOS^AMfRIO / B^EgTUNG |IPS / pCM f H/JJMARCH 

MORE ACTS TBA /LINE UP SUBJECT TO CHANGE 

EXHIBITION SYMPOSIUM FILMS CAKES 

WWW. CAP S U L E. O RG .U KJSU PER SONIC 

WWW. Tl C ULTWE B.CD.U K.WWW.THETICKETSE LL ER.CO. UK TELzQ&7D744443 

$U& ROCK-A.ROLLA ROCKSQUHD ""Will D *gHjR& 



lion tamers 

Words: Everett True 
Illustration: Adrian Fleet 



Getatchew Mekuria & The Ex & Guests 

MoaAnbessa(Terp) 

I'll level with you. 

I know nothing of Ethiopian jazz, its whirlpools 
of energy and free expression so separate to 
Western traditions. Getatchew may well have 
backed up every famous Ethiopian singer since 
his start in the Addis Ababa Municipal Band in 
1 947. He may well don a lion's mane, his 'gofere', 
before letting rip on his saxophone version of the 
Ethiopian war-chant, the Shellele - a song that's 
been considered a cornerstone of free improvised 
jazz since the Fifties. But this is a culture and music 
alien to me. 

I know little of what The Ex - that freewheeling 
collective of musicians and artists based in 
Amsterdam - have been up to in the past two 
decades, beyond giving an approving nod to the 
occasional discharge of guitar-led dissonance 
emanating from their direction. 

I lost touch somewhere around 1 987, round 
the time of their double-live album Too Many 
Cowboys, and the astonishing double-pack Spanish 
Revolution single '1936' with its accompanying 
144-page booklet, and the sardonic, politically- 
charged sixth album Pokkeherrie. No reason: just 
looking somewhere else, I guess. 

I was aware that there had been collaborations 
- 1 991 's awesome Scrabbling At The Lock, recorded 
with New York cellist Tom Cora; the repeated 
dalliances with Holland's Instant Composers Pool 
(the ICP)-evenanodd album recorded with Steve 
Albini (1 998's provocative, percussive Starters 
Alternators). I knew they'd incorporated a couple 
of members of my beloved Dog-Faced Hermans 



into their midst. I knew they still made incredible, 
impassioned, emotion-churning music. 

But it was all from a distance, fond memories of 
faraway friends. 

And then I heard this. 

From the opening brass-blasted chorus of 
'Ethiopia Hagere' -which is, I swear, The Saints' 
third album, Dexys Midnight Runners and Rudi from 



by those shows' energy and spirit, the saxophonist 
invited The Ex to record his next album with him. 
He gave them 1 saxophone versions of Ethiopian 
tunes to practise with, and in April 2006 travelled 
to the Netherlands again for a handful of concerts 
and recording sessions. Time was limited, because 
of visa restrictions. 

But, wow! What a result. 



Such spirit and life and freedom and 
rhythmic splendour 



The Specials rolled into one; and then it effortlessly 
steps it up a gear, as Ex singer GW Sok starts 
railing post-Marxist theory to a funky beat about 
redistribution of wealth - to the closing maelstrom 
of 'Aha Begena', a Wollo traditional performed live 
in France last year, this album is a revelation. Eleven 
tracks of such spirit and life and freedom and 
rhythmic splendour, it boggles the mind to think 
that these musicians haven't been performing 
together for years. 

MoaAnbessa came about after The Ex toured 
Ethiopia twice and fell in love with its music. 
The group invited Getatchew over to Holland in 
November 2004 as part of their 25th anniversary 
celebrations, where he played alongside the ICP on 
his first trip outside of Ethiopia; and he later played 
live on the Ex Convoy Tour around France. Inspired 



Sometimes, Getatchew is more to the fore - as 
on the labyrinthine, collapsing 'Aynamaye Nesh', 
and the billowing, bellowing war-cry 'Che Belew 
Shellela': and sometimes The Ex's jagged fury 
takes centre-stage - particularly on the mournful, 
chiding 'AynotcheTerabu/Shemonmwanaye'; but 
throughout, the tight cohesion, the shared sense 
of purpose and expression is startling. Everywhere 
there are amused flourishes, and the evidence of 
Getatchew's huge forceful and fragile vibrato, and 
echoes of Colin and Andy Ex's previous band, the 
specially invited Ex horn section providing excellent 
cover for Getatchew's playful, exploratory soloing. 
The pace is unshakeable, the belief also. 

I know little of either Ethiopian jazz or The Ex in 
2007, but I do know an extremely special, precious 
record when I hear one. 



Everett True talks to Andy Moor (The Ex) 



What gave you the idea to record 
an album with Getatchew? 

"Terrie had a manky old wobbly cassette 
of Getatchew, and the first time he and 
I visited Addis together we managed to find 
a good quality copy. We were fascinated 
that someone in Ethiopia would choose to 
make this bizarre-sounding instrumental 
music that sounded like a mixture of jazz/ 
Armenian folk music and some weird 
early Eighties new wave band. Francis 
Falceto released it a few years later on 
his Ethiopique label, and we had a chance 
to meet Getatchew through Francis." 



How was he to work with? 

"There was a French film crew there, and 
it was hilarious watching French, Dutch, 
Scottish, English and Ethiopians trying 
to communicate. Some of the pieces we 
used the accompaniment that were on the 
Ethiopique CD, and with others we created 
new arrangements. Getatchew didn't speak 
a word of English, so our communication 
was a mixture of hand signals, nodding 
and laughing, and a bit of translation from 
an Ethiopian friend. 

"At one point,! I took five minutes to 
explain the arrangement of one piece and 



Getatchew just said, 'Listen, look, play'. 
Everyone cracked up." 

What's the attraction of free jazz? 

"Wow. What a question. Free jazz, when 
it's really bloody good, is great exactly 
because it is free. I saw a gig recently with 
KenVandermarkand Pal Nilssen-Love.That 
was 'free' music - it had a life and energy 
that only happens when musicians dare to 
go out on a limb. You feel that the musicians 
are as surprised and excited by the music 
astheaudience.WhenTheExplay,thebest 
gigs are the ones where this freedom and 
looseness in the music evolves. When it 
happens, it's pure magic." 



Were you excited to be making 
this record? 

"Yes. It was done very fast, in-between 
concerts. We recorded everything in three 
or four days and mixed it later. Getatchew 
is as strong as a bull - 73 years old, but 
he has so much stamina, and he's never 
had to play with such a loud band before, 
which makes it much heavier for him as 
a reed man. The other horn players, Joost 
Buis [trombone] and Brodie West [alto 
saxophone] and Xavier Charles [clarinet], 
had to deal with the same thing. 

"All of their lips suffered a bit from 
The Ex volume levels, but everyone rose to 
the challenge." 
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Antony has 
the gift of 
articulating 
the unspoken 
without ever 
seeming to 
strain towards 
doing so 




Michael Cashmore 

The Snow Abides (Durtro Jnana) 

It would be interesting to review this delicate, 
unassumingly poignant mini-album in isolation, 
without reference to Current 93 - or, at least, 
without reference to the reverence that C93 and its 
originator David Tibet still inspire among swathes 
of the counterculture; a blank-faced cultishness 
that presupposes any discussion of the venerable 
'apocalyptic folk' band's aesthetic qualities. 

But it would be inaccurate to do so - for the 
arrangements of guitarist, pianist and composer 
Michael Cashmore have been pretty much central 
to conveying Tibet's vocal messages, and I think it 
could even be he who is responsible for one of the 
things I've always found hardest to 'get' about 
C93. Leaving aside Tibet's singular voice and lyrics, 
there's often slightly icky melodic sentimentality to 
their songs, which, while acknowledging its 
importance in representing a kind of psychedelic 
lost innocence and a forgotten, semi-imaginary 
England, I find hard to negotiate. 

Yet, while a layer of that sentimentality still 
glistens upon this short collection of recordings 
from 1 999 to 2001 , especially on the first, 



instrumental track (an arpeggio-heavy waltz), 
The Snow Abides stops well short of gothic twee 
and heads, instead, towards sincere loveliness, 
via the sensitive playing of Cashmore's assembled 
chamber group -string quartet, flute, oboe and 
clarinet accompany his piano and percussion - 
and the inspired presence of Antony Hegarty. 

Antony's woodpigeon-like croon first glides 
into earshot on the title track. Like all great singers, 
he has the gift of articulating the unspoken 
without seeming to strain towards doing so, or 
even specify what 'the unspoken' actually is; the 
ability to craft the heart's vague desires into objects 
of beauty and usefulness, which is another way of 
saying 'singing songs', I suppose. Here, as if to fully 
demonstrate his mediumship, he tackles the knotty 
texts of David Tibet, imbuing their author's 
visionary but opaque logic with - not 'meaning', 
exactly, but the kind of emotional nuances that are 
often absent from Tibet's own delivery. 

Antony's devotional/romantic tone keeps 
the songs' subjects appropriately ambiguous - 
is the "you" addressed in 'The Snow Abides' 
a lover, a deity, the universe, the narrator himself? 
'How God Moved At Twilight' advances lyrically 



down more esoteric roads, but makes sure to take 
the listener along too with a simple, canon-like 
melody around which the strings and woodwind 
gradually build and break with goose-pimpling 
gorgeousness. On 'Your Eyes Close', Antony 
harmonises gently with himself, while Cashmore's 
simple piano begins to make more and more sense: 
its directness seems to be a statement of intent, a 
path through the ontological confusion suggested 
by Tibet's lyrics, the way hymns' memorable tunes 
are one way in which we try to understand God. 
While it's Antony's voice that binds together 
The Snow Abides, it should be noted that this isn't 
merely a case of the increasingly well-known artist 
bestowing a vocal favour upon his cult heroes: in 
fact, Tibet's Durtro label released Antony And The 
Johnsons' debut album in 1 998. With that in mind, 
it may be the case that this album goes some way 
to realising the kind of universal beauty C93 have 
always striven towards and understood, yet never 
really achieved, but I wouldn't presume to say. For 
now, the geometry between voice and string and 
breath and chimes and hands and stars and snow 
are magic enough, and that's magic without the 
'k' on the end; that is, the real stuff. 



Frances Morgan talks to Michael Cashmore 



How did the various elements 
of the album come together? 

"I began writing and recording the music 
for the album in 1 999, and I asked David 
Tibet if he would write lyrics. It was not 
long after that I met Antony - he knew 
my work from Current 93. 1 really loved 
his first album, so I just asked him if he 
would be interested in collaborating." 



Did you and Antony 
together directly or v 
more of a remote 
collaboration? 

" In 2001 Antony AndThe Johnsons were 
special guests of Current 93 at a show at 
the Bloomsbury Theatre in London. The 
day after the concert, me, David Tibet and 
Antony went into the studio to record the 



-Antony had copies of the music 
t beforehand, so he just pretty 
sang one take for each track. I had 
d do so little - he was so amazing, he 
really made the pieces come alive." 
Your music has often been 
described as 'melancholy' 
- is that an apt description? 
"I think so. If you make music, art or 
whatever, then it has to be a reflection of 
your own life. Mv life was pretty miserable 



for a long time, but things have changed 

for me. My next album will be much more 

hopeful and positive." 

What are you working on 

currently? 

" I started a new album last year, which 

I'm hoping to come back to sometime 

later this year. My girlfriend and I have 

a 1 0-month-old daughter so it's difficult 

to find time these days, but I hope to have 

this album ready for the end of the year." 
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DUB PISTOLS 
Speakers & Tweeters 

Out 09.04.07 on Sunday Best 

"Their definitive record. 

The star cast of co-conspirators 

includes US rapper TK, the 
enigmatic Terry Hall and Brit-hop 

titans Blade & Rodney P." 

***** DJ (Ben Murphy) 



ELECTRELANE 
No Shouts No Calls 

Out 30.04.07 on Too Pure 
Alive with Electrelane's signature 

impassioned organ melodies, 
primal drum beats, rhythmic bass 

& weaving guitar riffs, with an 

underlying softness present. Eleven 

I strong, infectious & individual songs. 



FIREWORKS NIGHT 
As Fools We Are 

Out 23.04.07 on Kartel 
Fireworks Night take you through a 

stunning set of sparse, simple 
acoustic songs, haunting waltzes & 
full on cabaret crescendos. This is 
beautifully delivered folk noir. Time 
Out simply calls them "Awesome". 



DJ KENTARO 
Enter 

Out 23.04.07 on Ninja Tunes 
A phenomenal turntablist & DMC 
World Champion, 'Enter' runs from 
funk to dubby downtempo soul, to 
drum & bass, reggae, squelching 
dance, tribal space-jazz, epic 
turntable cut-ups & cosmic hip hop. 



LOVE OF DIAGRAMS 
Mosaic 

Out 09.04.07 on Matador 
Love Of Diagrams join & draw from 
the tradition of bands that stripped 
rock back to its essentials, inc. PiL, 
B-52s, The Clean & Bailter Space, 
& innovators like The Jesus & Mary 
Chain & My Bloody Valentine. 
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LUCKY JIM 
Our Troubles 
End Tonight 

Out 30.04.07 on Skint 

A classic album with references to 

Neil Young, Lee Hazelwood, 

Serge Gainsbourg & Bob Dylan. 

"Frankly magnificent" 

The Independent 






SISTER VANILLA 
Little Pop Rock 

Out now on Chemikal Underground 

The Jesus & Mary Chain luminaries 

Jim & William Reid reconvene 

for the first time in nine years, 

with their sister Linda 

providing vocals. 




THE TWILIGHT SAD 
Fourteen Autumns 
& Fifteen Winters 

Out 23.04.07 on Fatcat 

The Twilight Sad purvey an 

awestruck, ragged sentimentality, 

Their songs at times verging on the 

anthemic or celebrative, yet firmly 

rooted in the familiar. 



VARIOUS ARTISTS 
SC100 

Out 23.04.07 on Secretly Canadian 
Secretly Canadian's 100th release 
features 18 exclusive tracks by the 
likes of Songs: Ohia, Jens Lekman, 

Swearing At Motorists, Damien 
Jurado, Danielson & Nikki Sudden, 

all covering each others' songs. 



WOLF & CUB 
Vessels 

Out nowon4AD 

Muscular punk basslines intertwine 
with prog-psych guitar fuzz, while 
the percussion switches between 

pounding ferocity & hypnotic detail; 
driven by powerful conviction & a 
deep love of mind-bending music. 






VITAL 

SALES & MARKETING 



THE FIRST TO HEAR THE BEST INDEPEN 
J YOUR LOCAL 



FOR A FULL SHOP LIST PLEASE LOG ONTO 

WWW.MYSPACE.COM/CHAINWITHN0NAME 



LI 
/ '/ < 






r^bV^;';' £?£'&£■'£* 



m 




s 



^rC ■'■ ■ ' ■ ■■'<:■■ 



■ ')&*<$? . 



albums 




venting spl 

Words: Emily Bick 

Illustration: Jussi Brig 

Throbbing Gristle 

PartTwo:The Endless Not (Mute) 
They're still sexy. Oh, they've never been sexy 
in any chiseled pin-up way, even when they 
could have been. They're about dirty sex. 
Throbbing Gristle have always dished out the 
rough stuff that you want because it is slimy 
and dripping and gross and probably smells 
like pheromone-coated hairy buttcrack. We 
all do, because we're animals deep down, no 
matter how much we deodorise our bodies. 
It's a reptile brain, limbic-system reflex thing 
that won't go away no matter how much we 
try to socialise it into submission. And here 
comes Throbbing Gristle back to embrace it 
with some of the queasiest music going. 

Throbbing Gristle's Part Two: The Endless 
Not \sa\\ about this mind/body problem. 
Intelligence vs self-loathing. Reason vs 
entropy. Somehowthis album manages to 
get to the core of all this without any gothy 
histrionics. 'Almost A Kiss' spits out all of the 



Imost smells like 
a crumpled condom on 
a dirty mattress 

hoariest cliches about love, badly timed, badly 
rhymed. ..notto mention sung like Genesis 
P-Orridge needs dialysis more than affection. 
It's human to fall apart and need this physical 
thrusting thing, even as the need gets more 
and more pathetic as the needing body goes 
slack, hairs sprout in odd places, organs fail, 
beauty goes, and no one else is willing. This 
is probably the most honest song about love 
and drooling oozing lust that I've heard in 
aeons. If anyone put this on a mixtapefor 
me, I would want to jump them in the nearest 
phonebooth, before taking a long shower and 
trying to pretend nothing happened. 

'Greasy Spoon' is a juddering scraping 
scrapheap of a song. I don't know what kind 
of synths are involved, but it sounds like 
rubber twisting against rust so much that 
it almost smells like a crumpled condom on 
a dirty mattress somewhere behind some 



disused railway arches. Actually, there's a level 
of squalor to this album that goes beyond the 
filthiest human couplings to something both 
more raw and more mechanical. This album 
is perverse insect sex. The title track, 'Endless 
Not' has a background that sounds like 
thousands of horny cicadas scraping their 
knees together, orthe shrill triumphal crunch 
of the female praying mantis post-coitally 
biting her mate's head off. Probably. It's not so 
much fucking in the scrapyard as masturbating 
to the Life In The Undergrowth. Or listening 
in on the S&M dance of the mosquitoes 
coming on to the bug zapper. 

There are some moments that fail; a few 
of the synths are too gentle. They whoosh like 
they belong on one of those early-Nineties 
rainforest meditation albums. But again, 
this failure adds to the general unease of the 
whole project. Time passes, things fall apart, 
and get squelchier. This is Throbbing Gristle's 
first studio album since Heathen Earth. It's 
been more than 25 years coming, after 
countless side projects, remixes, compilations, 
feuds, surgeries, illnesses, and court cases. But 
damn if it wasn't worth the wait. 



Why Bother? (Thrill Jockey) 

They met at a wake and married in a 
hearse, walked down the aisle to the hiss 
of Throbbing Gristle's 'United'. At first they 

danced in nightclubs, hand in hand, to songs 
by Malaria!, Cabaret Voltaire and DAF. 
Before long, they moved from the city to the 
suburbs. Their neighbours do 'Good Deeds' 
( "Nice smiles/A pack mentality"). Then 
relationship became guarded, like a military 
pact. When they dance now, they link 
clammy fingers and sway to Edith Piaf, 
cringing inwardly (because they regret 
everything). They dream of mutual violence. 
They fantasise about mutual violence. 
Manners repulse them, but manners bind 



them together. One day he arrives home 
early, parks up in the garage with a hosepipe 
draped through the window and the motor 
running. She's already dead, jugular slashed 
open with a short-handled scythe, head 
slumped forward into a mirror-lined box 
resting on the kitchen table. It's the happiest 
ending they could ever have wished for. 
Louis Pattison 



The Aliens 



Astronomy For Dogs (Pet Rock/EMI) 

IrememberseeingTheBetaBandatagig, 
early on. There was the nagging impression 
that even ffteyweren't quite sure they'd 
formed. Even by that point, founder Gordon 
Anderson had left, hospitalised through 



psychosis. Stating the fucking obvious, The 
Aliens - post-Lone Pigeon Anderson, backed 
by Beta alumni John Maclean and Steve 
Jones-feels like that alt-dimension Betas 
where the of/?e/-founder disappeared. The 
singles are deceptive - and anything from 
the album would be. It's aggressively eclectic 
to the point where you want to damn with 
words like quirky Which would be unfair. 
Their playfulness is playful and welcoming, 
and the attitude is actually what gives it an 
emotional centre to hang off when a song 
is expanding to fill existence or contracting 
to a tight ball of robotic funk-pop. With The 
Aliens (nrrgh ! ) we're all on an (hnngh !) 
express elevator (gahk!) to (killme!) swell. 
Kieron Gillen 



Antibalas 



Security (Anti-) 

'Beaten Metal', the opening track, is 
awesome. Fat, angular brass belches object 
to multifarious hyperactive metal noises. 
I listened to it on the bus and started 
laughing out loud in sheer pleasure. Second 
song, 'Fillibuster XXX', seems to have got 
a bumblebee stuck in it. After that, expect 
standard Afrobeat patterns and vocals, 
which are mostly excellent, occasionally 
derivative, lacking a charismatic Fela-like 
vocal from this Brooklyn-based 'multi- 
ethnic' Afrobeat collective. If, like me, you 
are an insatiable glutton for genre-bending, 
get 'Beaten Metal' by some other means. 
Melissa Bradshaw 
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When nang met bling: the differing fortunes of UK grime 



andUSr'n'b 



Roll Deep: Rules & Regulations (Roll Deep 

Recordings) 

Various :ShockToThe System (Aftershock Records) 

Natasha: Hey Hey Hey/So Sick (Jive) 

Omarion:21 (Epic) 

Ciara:The Evolution (LaFace) 

At one end, the floundering form of UK grime: 
still fuelled by a DIY ethos, still unmistakeably 
'real', still desperate to achieve crossover 
success. At the other, the corporate juggernaut 
of American r'n'b. Both aiming forthe same 
thing from opposite ends, both shifting the 
goalposts as and when they feel like it. 
Two years ago, the expected grime 
breakthrough fell flat on its face. The scene's 
hottest stars either released sub-par albums 



By contrast to Roll Deep's professionalism, 
ftershock's Shock To The System is a slapdash 
affair. It's frequently terrible: of all the things 
I'd missed about grime, Bruza's bull-in-china- 
shop flow wasn't one of them, and the nu 
metal guitar barrage on 'Round & Round' is an 
abomination. But when it's good, it's capable 
of scaling heights. In the gentler moments 
of Terror Danjah's production the twinkling 
synths and stumbling beats are a gorgeous 
throwback to two-step. Consequently, Shock 
To The System succeeds when the MCs step 
aside for the singers. Elrae'sturnon 'Getaway' 
is quietly and effectively claustrophobic, while 
Gemma Fox and the Ama sisters turn in some 
lusciously sweet, bleak performances. 
Across the pond, the stream of fabulous 



name producers remain but there's a sen 
it Ciara is cracking the whip herself, forcing 
m to conform to her aesthetic vision 



(Kano, Shystie, Roll Deep) or fucked off to 
America and then released sub-par albums 
(Lady Sovereign). Dizzee Rascal aside, the 
biggest commercial success was Roll Deep's 
novelty tune 'The Avenue', which may as well 
have been a looped sample of The Maisonettes. 
They're back now with Rules & Regulations, 
the album they should have made two years 
ago. The production is sleek and polished: the 
marriage of deep electro bass to a fingerprint- 
light, sumptuous synth loop on 'Respect Us' and 
the massive drum fills on 'Something New' are 
immensely satisfying. But the album is letdown 
by dispiritingly competent MC-ing: there's a 
funny reference to Jarvis Cocker, an atrocious 
couplet which rhymes "penis" and "aborted 
foetus", and a parade of unmemorable bars. 
Riko, who spits fire every time he steps up to 
the mic, is the only honourable exception. 



r'n'b singles continues apace. 1 7-year-old 
Natasha leads the pack with a truly addictive 
double whammy: 'Hey Hey Hey' filters Yummy 
Bingham's swing leanings through a playful 
call-and-response filter, but it's 'So Sick' which 
blows the mind. Overthe ghost of a beat, 
Natasha teeters on one high-pitched note, 
preening and strutting in a bubble of pure 
vanity before finally casting her eyes down at 
the crowd on the chorus: "You look so sick 'cos 
I'm lookin'so fit, " she sneers. 

Omarion's 'Ice Box' is a mightily impressive 
record, Timbaland spraying gorgeous rave 
synths across a piano-dappled backing, a dark 
flipside to Justin Timberlake's 'My Love'. Like 
much of his recent material, though, there's 
something indefinable missing. The rest of 27 
isn't as sonically compelling, but there's a hell 
of a lot more vitality in the old school bounce 



of 'Entourage' or the generic lust-fuelled 
banger 'Beg For It'. 

Atlanta's Ciara Harris emerged in 2004 < 
the princess of crunk, a preternaturally pois 
1 8-year-old who neatly subverted the genre 
testosterone-fuelled rowdiness with look-b 
don't-touch hauteur. Her exquisitely glacial 
presence was key, but being a cipher for hei 
producers was never, as she makes clear on 
Evolution, satisfactory. It's a risky move: the 
transition from vehicle to auteur is notorioi 
tough. Nonetheless, The Evolution is a gran 
statement of intent. 

Big name producers remain-Lil' Jon,th< 
Neptunes and Polow Da Don all contribute 
but there's a sense that Ciara is cracking the 
whip herself, forcing them to conform to her 
aesthetic vision. The Evolution is an Eighties 
electro album, a tribute to the music of Ciar 
childhood filtered through all the tricks r'n' 
has learnt since. Cut-up stutter vocals are 
backed by manic crunk beats, and f irecrack* 
handclaps explode on almost every song; 
'Get Up' channels Janet Jackson circa Rhythm 
Nation 1814 and Kraftwerk's 'Tour De France', 
while massive slabs of bass on 'Bang It Up', 
provide the perfect platform for Ciara's hall 
sung, half-rapped delivery to dance across. 

There's also some toweringly effective 
songwriting: check the complex emotional 
situation delineated in the 'Like A Boy', 
a revenge fantasy of gender role reversal 
frustrated by Ciara's emotions. 

Ciara's voice is a thin, limited instrument 
but she knows how to play to her strengths, 
building layers upon layers of gorgeous 
harmonies, and always keeping an impecca 
sense of rhythm. She approaches melody as 
it was choreography, elastic and controlled, 
and the emotional clout this gives her mate 
is revelatory- in particular the devotional 
ballad 'Promise', replete with sensual drum 
pads and earnest spoken word interludes, c 
of the most deeply moving songs of the yea 
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Blonde Redhead 



23 (4AD) 

Do you want me to fake Music Journalist at 
you? 2? sees Blonde Redhead rediscover 
some of the dynamism of their Melody Of 
Bruised Lemons, previously lost in the over- 
rendered Misery Is A Butterfly Still a world 
from their roots as SY-influenced noise. . .oh, 
this is just not working. The truth is, despite 
seeing them live and listening to 'em in the 
usual half-lit flats you imbue music in, Blonde 
Redhead only clicked in January, rearranging 
my head. The truth is, if you didn't like Misery 
there's a restless energy beneath 2?which 
makes Blonde Redhead's crystalline heart 
beat anew. The truth is, if you did like Misery 
then the thrill of Makino's voice draping over 
its structural delicacy remains. The truth is 
that it's never too late to discover something. 
And, as I listen to 23, 1 feel discovered. That 
was kinda Music Journalist-y. I quit. 
Kieron Gillen 



The aggression of punk, the exploratory weirdness 
of free improvisation, the immediacy of 'lo-f i' 



Bright Eyes 



Cassadaga (Polydor) 

I haven't listened to Bright Eyes for a while. 
Their records sit in a dusty pile of guilty 
pleasures, a corner that is reserved for 
mascara-stained cheeks and dishevelled 
hair; theatrical broken hearts. This record 
comes after the joint release of 2005's I'm 
Wide Awake It's Morning and Digital Ash In 
A Digital Urn, in which Conor Oberst 
separated the experimental and the 
traditional, but the troublesome middle 
ground seems to have resolved itself within 
this record by layering the two together. 

The album seems apt for Oberst 's 
famously fractured personality as the songs 
swagger from splintered spoken word, 
swelling, graceful orchestration to confident, 
swinging Americana, female vocals and 
energetic violins. Perhaps my favourite track 
is 'Hot Knives', where Oberst noisily stumbles 
overthe hammering of Janet Weiss' drums, 
a reminder of the messy alcoholic blurs he's 
so famous for. Cassadaga is a showcase of 
self-indulgence, but the lonesome lullabies 
are lifted by the spat out waltzes, making it 
something that might sneak out from that 
dusty pile once in a while. 
Emily Graham 



Bill Brovold and Larval 



Surviving Death/Alive Why? (Cuneiform) 

Downtown scene guitarist Brovold and his 
collective return bearing a double album of 
instrumental jazz-prog with a Nineties post- 
rock slant. Surviving Death is undeniably 
overflowing with intellect, impressive chops 
and compositional ingenuity, but also oddly 
restrained, lacking enticing drama and 
seductive physicality. Intermittent jarring 
dischord suggests imminent abandon, but it 
never quite kicks the door in as it threatens to. 

Alive Why?, a sprinkling of live tunes 
recorded over a seven-year period, is much 
more domineering and muscular. At its best, 
chunky mathematical topographies are 
playfully mapped out in unison across 
fretboards, horns and drum skins, producing 
a thick, wiry lurch in irregulartimings. The 
tendency towards sensible rather than 
visceral intricacy is occasionally still felt, but 
moments such as the cacophonous buzz- 
blast of Rhys Chatham's 'GuitarTrio', and 
the ridiculously cartoonish central riff of 'Half 
A Bubble Off Level' are easily strident 
enough to make it all worthwhile. 
Matt Evans 




hobos from noho 

Words: Everett True 

Herman Dune photography: MarkOkoh 

Various 

Sidewalk Songs & City Stories: New Urban Folk (Trikont) 

Labels are misleading. 

The term 'anti-folk' implies knowledge of folk music; 
it is, according to its originator, songwriter Lach (who 
shouted out, " If this is folk, then I am anti-folk" in 
frustration at the backwards-looking Greenwich Village 
folkies in 1 982) not a movement against folk, but an 
intensification of the form - "Anti-folk is to folk what 
punk was to rock" . But, as compiler Martin Busser points 
out in the extensive sleeve-notes here, there are many 
artists tagged as such who have not only not picked up 
where Bob Dylan and Joni Mitchell left off, but have 
created something entirely new. This new urban folk 
music, rooted in the American folk tradition of matching 
drastic lyrics with soothing melodies, draws on many 
disparate influences -the aggression of punk, the 
exploratory weirdness of free improvisation, the 
immediacy of 'lo-f i' (another problematic label) - but its 
defining link is a focus on The Song itself. 

On this excellent 20-song primer, Busser traces the 
roots of the new urban folk singers in the naive Outsider 
art of Jad Fair and Daniel Johnston (the duo team up 
here, appropriately enough, on the chilling 'Frankenstein 
Conquers The World'), through Midwest pranksters 
The Frogs' much-misunderstood Nineties political 
incorrectness ('Homos') and electric saw-player Eugene 
Chadbourne's Dadaist playfulness (World War II protest 
song 'Der Fuehrer's Face'). As the compilation progresses 
-through immaculately observed tender-sad love songs 
courtesy of scene-leader Jeffrey Lewis ('Everyone's 



Honest') and Hiperjink Tricycle (Daniel Johnston again) 
- it becomes increasingly obvious that this has been 
a labour of love for Busser, so clear is the focus and 
unswervingly high the standard. With the emphasis 
almost exclusively on the Americans (leaving aside 
Ben Lee's still-endearing cracked voice teenage tribute 
to Evan Dando, 'I Wish I Was Him'), one quickly forgets 
the premise for the compilation's existence, and becomes 
lost in The Song itself (which was surely the intention). 

There's so much great stuff here to discover, much 
of it familiar (Calvin Johnson's laconic off-key drawl 
on 'When Hearts Turn Blue'; Devendra Banhart's 
freewheeling 'Michigan State'; The Microphones' 
spooky, dub-laden 'Kanterns'), even more of it not 
(The Babyskins' Shaggs-style girl-pop; Moldy Peaches' 
guitarist Toby Goodshank's sexually disorientated Double 
Deuce; Diane Cluck's penetrating post-Roches trill; 
Huggabroomstik's weird, free, unorthodox anti-folk). 
Often, artists will crop up in tandem with others, Busser 
pointing out that one of the peculiarities of the anti- 
folk scene (damn it, the phrase just slipped out) is its 
overwhelming sense of community; the artists featured 
here frequently record and make albums with one 
another, to sell on CD-R, at gigs. So Lewis pops up again 
with Kimya Dawson (who also contributes the truly 
affecting live singalong 'Heroes 2002 Live In Paris'), 
Daniel Johnston's sorry heart seems to be everywhere, 
and chain-smoking totem Andre Herman Dune 
contributes gently, lost in reverie, as both himself 
and as Ben Hashish. 

There are a couple of songs I could do without- 
well, Duf us - but overall, this is a fucking awesome 
compilation, on a par with Rough Trade Record Shops' 
post-punk and indie-pop series, and. . .well, reissues from 
Trikont themselves. 
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holy terrors 

Words: Nicola Meighan 

Illustration: Ryan Peltier 

The Arcade Fire 

Neon Bible (Mercury) 

Leonard Cohen bestowed his wisest words upon 
Eighties power-screamer Jennifer Warnes. Your 
most particular narratives are your most universal 
ones, he said - or something to that effect. It's the 
daily minutiae in art that delights us, because we 
can relate to it that way. 

Cohen's fellow Montrealers, The Arcade Fire, 
revelled in the personal and the particular on 
their exceptional 2005 debut, Funeral: parents' 
bedrooms, brothers, vampires, old folks, street 
corners, witches and liars meticulously coloured 
their 'Neighbourhoods 1 -4', and further 
resounded throughout an album whose everyday 
intimacies and prosaic surveillance lambently 
channelled empyrean theses on birth, religion, 
winter, reverie, matrimony and, of course, death. 
The biography of Funeral was central to its gilded 
charm: friends and family members died, 
marriages collapsed and marriages thrived, as the 
Canadian septet's debut sprang into life. And with 



it came a symphonic, bombastic treatise whose 
flamboyant, small-town dramas unfurled all- 
embracing themes. 

Where then does that leave its self-produced 
follow-up, Neon Bible -whose dire sermons are 
consumed with the widespread expectancy of 
falling bombs, apocalypse and holy war? Whose 
erstwhile parables of wounded mothers, lightning 
bolts and family trees are usurped by a general 
obsession with the end days? 

Maybe helmsman Win Butler feels the burden 
of critical and commercial expectation upon 
him; perhaps he feels a duty to forewarn us of 
impending doom; or possibly this unfocused 
approach reflects our lyricist's unspeakable dread. 
Either way, although The Arcade Fire's orchestral 
aural turmoil still electrifies, their vivid intricacies 
and parochial narratives are missed. Terror 
pervades at Neon Bible's every turn: "/ can taste the 
fear, " Butler deplores on church-decrying, glock- 
trotting, organ-aria 'Intervention'; "There's a fear 
I keep so deep/Knew its name since before I could 
speak, " he rallies on raucous, mandolin-addled 
barn-dance, 'Keep The Car Running'. 

Even the album's euphoric fanfare, the 
super-colossal 'No Cars Go', is a singalong, 



sky-punching, histrionic ode to total annihilation. 
An awesome resurrection of a searing cantata 
that first arose on 2003's self-titled EP, 'No Cars 
Go' is incredible: all brass flourishes, diabolical 
angel-songs, string-encircling pirouettes and 
unconstrained crescendos; but it depicts, lest 
we forget, a magnesium vision of nuclear winter. 

Perhaps Butler is finding the earth 
overwhelming: where once there were backseats, 
power cuts, neighbourhoods; now there are 
undesignated expanses - not least in the 
shimmering, rain-smeared lamentthat is 'Ocean 
Of Noise'; and the baleful, choral, siren-cry of 
'Black Wave/Black Vibrations': "There's a great 
black wave in the middle of the sea, for me, for 
you, for me, "our troubled artisan admonishes. 

Neon Bible's dogged affright suggests that, 
like Warnes before him, Win Butler may benefit 
from the succouring wisdom of Cohen: "There 
are heroes in the seaweed, " the latter once sang . 
Hope is important; mortals need guardians; the 
ocean's as silvery as it is black. 

The Arcade Fire are staggering. But if they 
surrendered some of their solemnity, relinquished 
some of their terror -or just listened more keenly 
to Leonard Cohen - they could burn yet brighter. 



Burning Star Core 



Blood Lightning 2007 (No Fun) 

Violin-cradling noise dude C Spencer Yeh 
has a questing sort of ear. As Burning Star 
Core, he walks multiple planes of sound: 
a muddying of the borders between electro- 
acoustic composition, noise brutalism, 
churning outre freakout. Listening can feel 
like you're adrift through endless limbo, 
never happening on the nucleus. But Blood 
Lightning 2007\s likeable as an exploration 
of noise's depths: from halogen-bright 
euphoria to cellar-dwelling scrape'n'drone, 
and on the closing '1 0-9-04 Horrible Room, 
Lexington KY', a washed-out, ghostly improv 
of tapped cymbals and groaning circuits. 
Louis Pattison 



Ceephax Acid Crew 



Volume One (Rephlex) 

There's pretty much nowhere to go when 
you're 'Squarepusher's weirder brother', 
but let no one say this one man d'n'b/rave 
warlock doesn't try. For Ceephax, an anti- 
fashion sense of humour is key as he flips an 
obsolete aesthetic on its back and tickles it 
till it spurts. Phasing synth burps, drums that 
come on like galloping millipedes, barely 
credible virtual synchro-motors which 
twitch and flutter. IDM on about 200 cups 
of strong tea. This is the solvent that melts 
blockages and bonds free radicals. What's 
more, the very occasional slowdowns exhibit 
that temporal dislocation that constitutes 
so much of the soul of d'n'b, wherein 



accelerated beats blurring into a wall is 
backlit by phasing skywide tones, moods 
blown up as vast as the weather. Most jokes 
work by surprise, but the ones that make 
you feel the warmest, the ones that mellow 
into smiles, are those that push through 
repetition into something we can all share. 
kicking_k 



Euros Childs 



Bore Da (Wichita) 

"Good morning" to you too, Euros! Which is 
about as far as my Welsh conversation goes. 
That didn't stop Gorky's B-side 'Sdim yr Adar 
yn Canu' becoming one of my favourite sad 
songs, even before discovering it was about 
the Milford Haven oil spill. And the title track 



opens Childs' second, all-Welsh solo album 
like sun warming your face in May. If that 
sounds banal, it's because, like sunshine, 
Bore Da is full of uncomplicated, underrated 
pleasures: seaside and sandals, daisy-sweet 
melodies and Childs' guileless vocals. 

Recorded as more of a band effort than 
Chops, sadly Bore /^sacrifices some of 
that album's fragmented hermit magic to 
1 2-bar chugging. But just as you wish he'd 
retreat to the hills with only his Moog and 
Matching Mole LPs, there's an inspired 
moment like 'Warrior': strangled yelping, 
suspenseful piano chords and (I'm told) what 
is definitely a cross-dressing man-cockerel 
eating baby sandwiches. 
Abi Bliss 
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taking your temperature 

Words: Jessica Hopper and JR Nelson 

Illustration: Ben Newman 

Whatever happened to punk rock? 
Sniffing the balls of America; 
a column, gently 

Drakkar Sauna: Jabraham Lincoln (Marriage) 
Various: Kings Of Reggae (BBE) 
David Crosby: Voyage (Rhino) 

"In criminal law the rule is well recognized that one 
who learns of an ongoing criminal conspiracy and 
casts his lot with the conspirators becomes a 
member of the conspiracy. . . one does not become a 
member of a conspiracy simply because of receiving 
information regarding its nature and scope; he must 
have what the courts describe as a "stake in the 
success of the venture". He "must in some sense 
promote the venture himself, make it his own, have 
a stake in its outcome. . . " 

- Leon Jaworski, The Right And The Power 

What ephemera of culture you return to, the meta- 
themes of brainwave activity connecting you to 
the revolutions of the world on its seasonal axis, 
defines who you are in 2007? No careful choices are 
available. Personal relationships have glazed with 
frost. The cellar is full of rotten chemicals and voided 
art projects. We are weather people, and Al Gore 
was wrong. Our world is a husk of dead ice, a shiv 
of scars and white-bleached road salt. The rueful 
moon blots the sun in the apogee of winter atrophy. 
Midwestern USA in February, fella. Like Scandinavia 
without the potato pancakes and corpse paint. 

What is also wrong with punk is that punk wants 
to die. Fact. What became interesting in it, in our 



whipping timeline with it, is when the feminist, 
positive and affirming ideas interceded on the 
spitting death cult vibe, took them on, gnawed at 
them or swallowed the whole like it was not a big 
deal. (It wasn't!) Some people stayed drunk and 
barfed up bad songs that were not even as good 
as Barclay James Harvest covering Level 42's 
Greatest Hits, but others soldiered on with inverse 
tradition and that's why we have bands like 
Drakkar Sauna. Their latest album, Jabraham 
Lincoln is the halleluiah holler duo, tons of stomping 
and bluegrass gone so bad, songs that are 
indiscernibly about fucking girls or unity with 
the holy host. Either'll do fine when you got the 
itch. (See also: black metal in excelsior.) 

Reading a lot of Cormac McCarthy's The Road. 
Watching BattlestarGalactica qua incessance. 



Dicks of metalcore are 
cultural barometers 



Apocalypse hangs heavy over the multiplex. The 
baubles and chim-chirees of careless youth do not 
strike our fancies. All our friends are knocked up or 
doing the February Rotten Crotch Stomp. The best 
thing about the new Battlestar Galactica is the 
Cylons - Cylons look like us, act like us, the next 
generation of them cajole and flatter and flex their 
hate muscles just like their former masters. The 
great paranoid fever vision of sci-fi never changes, 
and it never should: the doom children of 
humanity's lust for ease always come back for 
blood, but the Sword Of Damocles never drops on 
the powerful alone. It hangs for us all. Now available 
on DVD, humpy. 

The real question becomes not one we want to 
answer, but a tougher question -why are we asking 
it. 2007 is about getting to the point, and punk- 



fascination is only good for buying time, before that 
long hard look in the mirror of 23 or 31 or 99 years. 
What is beyond a doubt is 'Fatty Z Boom' by Ranking 
Dread, which appears on Kings Of Reggae, is a good 
a reason as we can come up with to stay inside all 
winter. "To all fat girls in the whole wide world, " 
is a song dedication that pre-dates Beth Ditto's fat 
libber anthems by roughly a generation, and gets 
the party started at 1/1 2th the BPM as yr average 
Gossip song, with more of a do-you vibe than an 
anti-patriarchal one. The backing track sounds like 
riding a log flume through treacle. But only if there 
was a little bit of treacle. Not a wave of it. Like 1 8 
spoonfuls. In America, treacle is called "syrup" . 

The essentialist worldview unfolds nightly: The 
Roadls McCarthy's most bitter blue highway yet, 
a world of rubble and ash traversed by a father and 
child in a seemingly all gone post-nuke America. 
The birds sing and the daisies float in the river 
bottoms as families celebrate America's constant, 
daily rebirth with picnics and games of chance. Just 
kidding. McCarthy's unflinching, biblical prose gives 
off hard, metallic blasts of black light. He assumes 
that we know what a catamite is, and fear that fate 
for ourselves. Then he rubs our noses in the fear. 
Light reading? No. 

Some people (people in bands, actually) put 
pictures of women's body parts on their record 
covers, but without heads. Just bodies from lips to 
ass. If you ever forget what the world is about, all 
you need to do is look at the covers of records. Dicks 
of metalcore are cultural barometers. 

You'd never buy it in a zillion years, even if you 
were the limpest noodle or nouveau 79's revivalist 
beardo - but Voyage, the Best Of boxset of 
David Crosby solo albums is some really feelgood 
business, considering how much cocaine he was 
on when he made them. In closing, freebasing is a 
terrible habit- learn from DC -and not just because 
your sail boat can get repossessed by the taxman. 
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in the stocks 

Words: Joe Stannard 
Illustration: Gemma Correll 

Big Business 

Here Come The Waterworks (Hydra Head) 

Some people have a narrow definition of POP music. To 
them, it's music lots of people listen to and put in these 
things called 'charts'. They reduce POP music to a crass 
competition for the biggest sales, in which there are 
winners and losers. Me, I don't deal in economics and 
I don't study sales figures. My favourite POP artists are 
Thomas Dolby, Gary Numan, Black Sabbath, Kiss, Queen 
and Cheap Trick. But my definition of POP isn't restricted 
to the kinds of music those bands play. Uh-uh. Perhaps 
I'm a bit f ick, but if you were to ask me, "Joe, what is 
POP?" I would reply, "Anything with a tune that isn't 
shit". Then I'd smile like an idiotand pick my nose. 

Here Comes The Waterworks is one of the best POP 
records I've heard recently. I'm sure a great many people 
will claim it's a ROCK record, but they've got it all a bit 
sideways. I think what they mean is "it rocks", and that's 
a different thing altogether. Sabbath Bloody Sabbath and 
In Utero rock, but neither of them are ROCK records. Not 
really. Well OK, maybe they are, but they're so much more 
besides. They're suspended between two worlds, caught 




Suspended between 
noise and melody, 
sweetness and filth 



forever in a moment's indecision, and that's what makes 
them so brilliant. 

Here Come The Waterworks is similarly suspended 
between noise and melody, sweetness and filth. The 
dominant sound here is Jared Warren's quite remarkable 
voice, a throaty howl of such power and passion you 
don't notice at first just how controlled it is, and how 
devastatingly accurate. He rarely deviates from the song, 
but still sounds like he's singing it for the first and last 
time, simultaneously. His bass playing is just as impressive, 
a deep-shag carpet of fuzz you could get lost in for 
weeks, if the album didn't clock in at just over 40 
minutes, thereby allowing you to escape before your 
friends start claiming first dibs on your clothes and 
records. Coady Willis' drumming is indecently tight 
with Warren's bottom end... and that's all I'm going 
to say about that. 

Big Business' first album, 2005's Head For The Shallow 
was a great, fun record, but the duo sound a little more 
serious about their fun this time around. The wholesale 
absorption of the group into the Melvins for last year's (A) 
Senile Animal also resulted in an excellent (and very POP) 
record, but listening to this, you wonder whether in truth 
it was the Melvins who were absorbed into Big Business, 
and Jared'n'Coady let the miserable old sods keep their 
name out of kindness. 



Danny Cohen 



Shades Of Dorian Gray (Anti-) 

Middle-aged LA native Danny Cohen has 
been many things - painter, member of 
proto-punks Charleston Grotto (judging 
from the cover photo, he'd also make a good 
stab at beingThe Cramps' bank manager) 
- but was rarely heard until Anti- started 
releasing his albums in 2004. Nowdays he 
lives in the canyon-flanked town of Paradise 
which, inevitably, seems to be anything but. 
Like Tom Waits exiled to the 'burbs, he drives 
around, quietly despairing at the gnomes 
outside condos, pondering mortality and 
building apparent non-sequiturs such as 
"Poodle sniff in' in the dirt/Mucus trails 
emboss my shirt " into peeks under the skin 



of a range of ne'er do wells. His ponderous, 
flatly compelling delivery is echoed by the 
music which, despite the odd Beefheart-ian 
sharp edge and 'Twilight Zone' organ, 
trudges along like a New Orleans funeral 
band with their shoelaces tied together, 
shrugging at the absurdity of it all. 
Abi Bliss 



Cornelius 



Sensuous (Korova) 

I've always mistrusted furniture posing as 
music. Y'know, the audio furniture people 
buy to create 'atmosphere'. Shouldn't music 
challenge environments, not complement 
them? Cornelius is back, having taken a 
break from music production to concentrate 



on child production, and as the opening track 
of Sensuous breezes in without disturbing 
the feng shui, the more cynical side of me 
is worried. Hmmm. But wait! Fast forward 
a few minutes: Cornelius is crying commands 
at his twisted childlike J-funk- "Up! 
Down! Change! Stop! "- and, slave to his 
imagination, his computer obeys. Warmed 
up, his mind steams ahead brimming with 
ideas. The warped electronic pop does its 
best to keep up, managing a brisk power- 
walk (hey, keeping up with him isn't easy). 
The cynical side of me volunteers a grin. If 
this were furniture, it would be furniture to 
bounce on like hyperactive children. And 
let's! Cornelius won't tell us off. 
DrSwan 



Abandoned Language (Ipecac) 

In a dark underground hip hop bunker, while 
bling excess eats away at the music's core 
like a parasitical virus, New Jersey's Dalek 
are secretly burning flags and wiring the 
area with dynamite. 2005's Absencewas 
a multi-layered nerve-shredding wall of 
noise, feelings of loss and emptiness gouged 
into malignant spasms of nihilistic rage. 
Abandoned Languagelums the volume 
down, but the unease level is still high. 
Underpinned by sluggish beats, MC Dalek 
and co-producer Oktopus weave a 2 1 st 
Century nightmare-scape filled with 
distorted radio babble and wheezed out 
string drones. It sounds awesome, but so 
filled with paranoid fury that it resembles 
being buttonholed by a ranting soothsayer 
who wants to tell you his plan for the world. 
Euan Andrews 



Dean&Bntta 



Back Numbers (Zoe/Rounder) 

Hazlewood and Sinatra. Birkin and 
Gainsbourg.They smouldered with an overt 
sexuality, made music that documented the 
inner workings of their going concerns. Now 
Dean Wareham (Galaxie 500, Luna) joins his 
wife Britta Phillips for 11 tracks of something 
similar. Back Numbers features contributions 
from legendary producerTony Visconti and 
from former Spaceman 3 Sonic Boom, but it 
is an album dominated by the vocal interplay 
of its chief protagonists. The songs are 
smothered in Phillips' breathy whispers and 
Wareham's nasal croon, announcing their 
not-so-secret love affair to the world. And 
that world would be a better place if there 
were more albums like this, a shining 
example of what love can do. 
Spencer Grady 



Alela Diane 



The Pirate's Gospel (Names) 

More folk - you cry - from Portland, Oregon? 
Why, yes - she replies - in a whistled gospel 
paean. Her voice spins lyrics skyward; it 
covers you like a warm blanket, wholesome, 
without being heavy. Comparison with 
a kindred Newsom may be ripe, but these 
pastoral curls of tongue sit closer to the 
CocoRosie sisters' burnished tones, and 
spread their own crop of uncanny couplets. 
She sews homespun memories into 
consecrated family albums, sings of sparrows 
and cuckoos and chuckling children. But 
beyond the innocence, there's an ominous 
dread, a search for that something gone 
awry. 'The Rifle' retells a daughter's drama of 
parents fleeing and homes burning; she'll 
face this image, realise it in song, and return 
to the scene stronger. At once disturbing and 
strangely comforting - not at all as simple as 
her sparse arpeggios would make believe. 
Hannah Gregory 



Electrelane 



No Shouts No Calls (Too Pure) 

Electrelane are back! And out of the moody 
post-rockin' ashes of Axes, comes an album 
forged in swelling rising ebullient JOY! 
I mean singing-along-like-a-nutter-on- 
the-bus-dancing-with-old-ladies-in-the- 
supermarket kinda joy. "This could be 
home. . . this could be home. . . this could be 
home, "cries Verity Susman on 'To the East', 
her voice soaring clear of the music, 
becoming stronger and truer with each 
repetition. Maybe this renewed elation 
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comes from opting to write it in the vast 
sprawling setting of summertime Berlin - 
Susman's home - rather than in the dreary 
confines of a crummy old studio in Brighton; 
or maybe these ladies have just finally got 
their happy on. Either way, these bold bright 
guitars and glorious humdinger choruses 
can't be denied. 
Beth Capper 



The Reminder (Cherrytree/lnterscope) 

Feist's would be a welcome guest at any 
dinner party- a guaranteed purveyor 
of charming, occasionally interesting, 
conversation; eloquent and perfectly 
groomed. She sits comfortably within the 
boundaries of easy listening, winding her 
way prettily through the seasons of song, 
on this, her third album. In the flick of 
a semitone, she moves from the summery 
bounce of a bossa nova, through the wintery 
gusts of lonely chanteuse-ship. On 'My Moon 
My Man' she goes some way to surprise, 
her silky Canadian vowels seducing synths 
reminiscent of Britney's 'Toxic' - but less 
trashily done, bien sur. 'Sea Lion Woman' has 
a bobbing barbershop rhythm as backing, 
while the feeling songstress sings of drinking 
tea. She remains likeable, nonetheless, in 
a safe and reassuring sort of way. 
Hannah Gregory 



Forget Cassettes 



Salt (Tangled Up!) 

Beth Cameron is the nucleus of Forget 
Cassettes; a vocal dervish restrained by 
emotive guitars and drums that conjure 
images of dusty old theatres. Like Julie 
Christmas in her calmer moments, she hurls 
out a uniquely feminine rage: biting, wicked, 
full of charm and emotion. 

Even the quiet parts are doused in 
background hiss and sonic overspill, like a 
mind that cannot rest, not even to sleep. A 
journey through 5a/ris like walking through 
a damaged psyche, soundtracked by Dresden 
Dolls: "7 won 't be nobody's number two'. 
That's what I wrote in his letter, too. " 

It's the kind of music that you want in 
headphones, inserted firmly and deeply in 
your ear canals; you want it in your pocket, 
you want it micro-chipped and stored firmly 
'neath the skin. You only want your closest 
friends to know about it. 

No, you can't borrow it. Sorry. 
HayleyAvron 



Alone In The Dark Wood (ATP) 

Tara Burke is magnificently, resolutely, 
out of step with modern times. On this, her 
fifth album under the Fursaxa identity, she 
immerses herself in a wholly medieval world 
of monastic chants, organic drones, primitive 
percussion, and ragged strumming. The 
result is like peeking into the soul of an early 
Christian mystic, rapt by religious fervour 
and visionary ecstasy. The album was partly 
recorded in Finland and the idiot savant 
simplicity of these abrupt little vignettes 
seems to connect with the naive wonder 
of that country's free-folk scene.There's 
indication, too, that the cold, endless 
Northern nights have pervaded her 
consciousness to the core - as on the title- 
track with its creepy hints of moonlit fears 
and wolves hiding in the forest. Stoke the fire 
and light a candle - dawn's a long way off. 
Daniel Spicer 



The Go Find 



Stars On The Wall (Morr Music) 

The first thing I love about all Morr Music 
bands is the art created by Human Empire. 
It is usually so colourful, so syrupy, and 
reminds me of a baby's laughter. So, The Go 
Find. Dieter Sermeus took his live band that 
has also accompanied him on stage for the 
past three years into the studio to create The 
Go Find's second album. The laptop loops 
found in the 2004's Miami are a little softer, 
the bass and drums are more out there, and 
most of the time there are warm guitars, 
sometimes even acoustic, sweet voices 
with Hammond organ and analog synths, 
handclaps, hooklines, delays. Catchy, yet 
melancholy indie pop to listen to, right now. 
Ana Garcia 



Holly Golightly & The Brokeoffs 



You Can't Buy A Gun When You're 
Crying (Damaged Goods) 



Wild Billy Childish & The 
Musicians Of The British 
Empire 



Punk Rock At The British Legion Hall 
(Damaged Goods) 

Holly Golightly - Capote invented, Hepburn 
immortalised - excels in rehashing a 
distinguished past. Playing country and 
bluegrass music with The Brokeoffs (one 
Texan - Lawyer Dave), she becomes a 
mystical, saddening presenter of deepest, 
darkest American heartache. Train sounds 
and softened electro-acoustic guitars keep 
the dream (nightmare) alive while stories 
of firearms, relatives lost and God-fearing 
paranoia ensure an authentic, uber- 
listenable, 'inevitable-bad-ending' drama. 
Check the amazing album title too. 

Former stomping partner Childish shares 
none of these concerns, remaining a self- 
referential puritan ever keen to promote his 
credentials. Within the Kinks-y blues, swipes 
are taken at Kylie Minogue, John Peel and 
Tracy Emin ( "I was asked to appear on 
Celebrity Big Brother/Only because I was 
some two-bit artist's lover") before 
explaining how his Buff Medways were 
'proper' punk-rock revered by Cobain and 
JackWhite but ignored nonetheless. He gets 
away with it though, thanks to lyrics such as: 
"Rupert Murdoch rules the waves/Richard 
Branson doesn 't shave/Joe Strum mer's 
moulding in his grave "- a treasure and 
observer of the worst injustices. 

Two thumbs up for these. 
Tom Howard 



The Horrors 



Strange House (Loog) 

Sounds muffled. Sounds muffled because it's 
in the next room. The Horrors' epileptic riffs 
are a Big Music Press hype, so the CD's been 
protected in a way which stops it playing in 
here.The whole house has no choice but to 
listen. Upstairs housemate is reminded of 
The Fall and Killing Joke. It probably reminds 
other housemate of The Cure. Last week, 
Dexys reminded him of The Cure. Ignore 
other housemate. 

Reminds me of The Cramps' schtick 
updated with straighter performance and 
benter riffs. Yeah, fun, but doesn't make 
me want to insert my cock into something 
I shouldn't. Problem: Faris Rotter (Man!) 
doesn't enthrall nearly as much as Eighties 
Matchbox's Guy McKnight, let alone what 
Cave manages with Grinderman. Which 
means, in the next room, it just sounds like 



under my stylus: Calvin Johnson 

julie doiron 

Woke Myself Up (Jagjaguwar) 

"Just before side two of Julie 

Doiron's new album begins, we 

hear a faraway cry: 'No more! No 

more'. By the time the bass, drum 

and guitar have rumbled through, 
making way for Julie's dulcet tones, she has pulled herself togetner ana is delivering 
the sad story of a strong relationship turned fragile and crumbling in clear, steady lines. 
Splendid. That is the overarching beauty of Julie's work, a sense that a lot of offstage 
emotion went into the creation of these cascading truths masked as songs. What a 
woman. She has lived beyond three decades and is busy raising the next generation, 
yet she makes time to express the pleasure and pathos of her north-eastern Canadian 
world. She does so quietly, and it sounds really good turned up loud." 



a record when it should sound like either 
really great sex or a really brutal murder. 
Kieron Gillen 

in the studio: the horrors 
we listened to: "Silver Apples, 
Squarepusher, Billie Holiday, The Gun Club." 
we ate: "Oranges, crisps, soup." 
we watched: "Each other, like hawks." 



Jah Wobble 



Heart And Soul (Trojan) 

Self-produced with enough of the rough 
edges left in place to keep things nicely dirty 
when required, Heart And Soul fmds\Nobb\e 
mashing things up with customary disregard 
for propriety. His effects-soaked, pan-cultural 
wasted geezer dubs are often even more out 
there than Adrian Sherwood's hefty On-U 
Sound constructions, and Wobble' signature 
rhythms keep the rivers of bass flowing to a 
sunny part of London's underground where 
the post-punky reggae party never stopped. 

Sometimes Heart And Soul \s so 
psychedelic that operating heavy machinery 
should be discouraged while listening 
to it. Squidgy dubs and multi-ethnic 
instrumentation collide and melt together 
in smoky unity, drifting off into meditative 
reggae-fied electronica of delirious, Turkish- 
delightful proportions. 
Richard Fontenoy 



Grey Goose Wing (Mistletone) 

Kes is a strange bird from Melbourne, ably 
supported by a band of inscrutable, jewelled- 
heart minstrels. There's a flagon of freak 
in this folk and it's supersized and 
supplemented by cloudburst guitar solos 
that channel the exultant possibilities of 
a Silver Jews/Band hybrid. Frequently, Kes 
is quite mad, vocalising like the kookiest 
Kookaburra you ever did see, in a voice 
significantly higher and more deranged than 
Geddy Lee. A demure recorder sounds up and 
it's like a sonorous invitation for prairie dogs 
to sing to the sun settling down on the plains 
at night. Perhaps the E in Karl E Scullin (KES) 
stands for 'enchanting', because the music 
that he makes is all that and then some. 
Shane Moritz 



Klashnekoff 



Lionheart: Tussle With The Beast 
(RiddimKilla/LowLife) 

"I pray to god to keep me sane, " ra ps 
Klashnekoff on lead single, 'My Life', "Blaze 
the 'erb, ease the pain, take some time, 
breath again ".And Lionheart\s one long 
confessional prayer, from threats of violence 
on 'Sayonnara', Klash promising hisTerra 



Firma crew will, "Move like an army of 
armshouse yardies/March in your yard 
masked looking like Iraqis ", to the more 
contemplative 'Question'. "So do you know 
what you' re living for? /Tell me what your 
worth is/Is your self-respect reflected on the 
surface/Do you serve god or a purpose ? " 

There are no answers, no reassurances, 
no admonishments, just the sound of one 
man's pained searching. Sometimes aggy, 
sometimes calm, always sane - enough to 
demand empathy. Enough to make you 
question your own sanity. 
Ringo P Stacey 



Knives Ov Resistance 



Prisca Sapientia (Aurora Borealis) 

I've been suffering occult fatigue of late 
and, truth be told, just reading about Knives 
Ov Resistance's end-times cut-up sigil-folk 
doomscapes prompted a whimper of 'Enoch 
already!' before even hearing Prisca 
Sapientia's vague, innocuous, dare I say 
'folktronic', opener. But the album's terrain 
grows more arduous and concurrently more 
pleasurable with close listening, as a deep 
noise undertow tugs at a chiming acoustic 
guitar amid the weathery burbles and ghost 
geese of 'Sovnig'.The progression to more 
discordant planes is managed with a subtle 
sense of juxtaposition, the turntable and 
splicing skills of Spykid sounding a welcome, 
jarring note amid the waterlogged guitar'n' 
soundscape stuff. 

Knives Ov Resistance emerge at the 
album's end in the post-apocalyptic state 
of terror they presumably intended to create 
from the project's start, frantically twisting 
a radio dial while casting the runes in the 
shadow of London's crumbling monuments 
and rising waterways. 
Frances Morgan 



The Long Decline 



Decomposure (Sniffin' Glue) 

The record label belongs to punk fanzine 
originator Mark P. The music -courtesy 
of Kenny Wisdom and his merry band of 
malcontents, including Gina Birch (The 
Raincoats), Jowe Head (Swell Maps), Vic 
Godard (Subway Sect) - is as derisive, literate 
and oddly (but nicely) immature as you'd 
expect: 15 funny-sharp folk-punk vignettes 
on subjects like the obviousness of mortality 
('Enjoy Yourself), Robert Crumb and the 
downside of LSD ('Russian Roulette'). Violins 
scrape and swing, a chiding South London 
voice jars, acoustic guitars burr and buzz, 
reminiscent of a backyard, old school 
Mekons. This is what was called punk once, 
now long overlooked. 
Everett True 
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storm troopers 

Words: David McNamee 
Photography: Steve Double 



Boris with Michio Kurihara 

Rainbow (Drag City) 

You must live your life, I thought, as though you are going into 
war,allof the time. That thought would whirl in my head 
whenever I listened to Pinkb\j Boris, I don't know why. 

Rafflesia 

The first five or so plays of Rainbowwere disappointing. The 
instruments seemed too flattened out and stark. The album felt 
like it was made on video or something; purposefully ugly. 

That sounds like nitpicking but in Boris, surely texture is 
everything. That's what made 'Farewell', from 2005's Pink, one of 
the all-time great rock openers. The musical components seemed 
transparent. It was like clouds. Listening to it you felt literally 
on top of the world, like everything was horizon and distance and 
a tumbling planet, and underneath you guitars crunched 
as slowly-duelling tectonic drifts. 

By contrast, 'Rafflesia' felt 2D and obvious, and my stupid 
head didn't click with Rainbow until I listened to the album on 
a long walk by the sea with gale-force winds pinning me to my 
course. The extra element of an untrammelled force seemed 



to give the instruments in my ears something to fight against. 
Bits of guitar dropped out, and then rose again, implacable, on 
columns of hot air, and drifts of feedback flooded the spaces in 
between gusts. From here on, this becomes a live review. 

Rainbow 

The people on the internet said that the softer, more 'straight' 
songs on this album were 'almost lounge-like', which sounds 
horrible. When Wata's voice leads, the music seems to shuffle 
a step behind her soft words, shadowing her like jazz. But the 
music doesn'tfeel soft, it feels locked down, like Wata is holding 
it down with her fingertips as she sings, lifting and lowering each 
digit to let the bass, drums and Other flutter and be suppressed. 
At all times there seems to be something wraithlike in our 
peripheries, holding its breath. 

It is guitar, presumably the Michio Kurihara's of the co- 
credit, which when it intercepts, slinks and snarls along with 
the backing, almost cartoon-like, like a snapped, broken will o' 



You must live your 
life as though you 
are going into war 



Starship Narrator 

This is the most psychedelic - and least obviously psychedelic - 
album Boris have made in some time. 

My Rain 

As if rain wasn't the smallest and most hopeful thing ever, 
wouldn't you want to make it yours? If you could make music 
thatfelt like it, wouldn'tthat be like a spell? 

You Laughed Like A Watermark 

We'd say Takeshi was singing regret, but we don't speak 
Japanese and we don't know. It just feels comforting, having his 
voice tug us back one step behind Atsuo's brave, always-forward 
pace. And Kurihara's guitar a flailing, inconsolable, cubist take 
on Thin Lizzy's 'Parisienne Walkways'. 

Fuzzy Reactor 

There is something shamanistic about Boris' sound. It's just a 
mastery of sound and space, a knowledge of how to conjure 
shapes and forms, and throughout this album, tunnels and open 
spaces. Here, crane-like polygons hang in the air, floating on 
thermals and drifting along intersecting vectors. 

Sweet No. 1 

That guitar really is a beautiful thing. Its joins are imperceptible. 
With American rock guitar, for instance legato, you picture each 
fingertip tapping the fretboard - a riddle in morse code that can 
elevate you with its classicism, or rip your soul apart, Kerry King 
style. This guitar plays no notes, it's just molten and spasmic, it 
appears jinn-like in front of you, turns itself inside out and 
strangles itself and then collapses back into the ether. 

No Sleep Till I Become Hollow 

This album is too easy on the ear. It needs another element, like 
heavy weather, to unlock it. Avoid hearing it under the influence 
of alcohol or at parties. Sabotage your own listening experience 
with devices that initially feel painful until, the hundredth time, 
it suddenly feels pleasurable. Boris won't give you the pretty 
music, you have it make it yourself out of the loving musical 
cues on offer. Play it in your head like a machine-gun. 

You should live your whole life as if you are going into 
war. On fire, alert to everything, in love with life and unafraid 
of loud noises. 



Lavender Diamond 



Imagine Our Love (Rough Trade) 

Lavender Diamond tell the story of a gem 
plucked from a cave of subterrannean 
harmony, mined and commodified in the 
form of a diamond ring and then swallowed 
by a bird and reconnected with its voice 
through a union with the avian spirit. We 
once assumed a contradiction between folk 
and new digital technologies, but then came 
a steady stream of mobile phone ads on TV 
utilising the music of the scene's darlings, old 
Brit folk artists from the Seventies and New 
York hipsters alike. 

Sure, we know that hippie idealism is 
effortlessly absorbable by capitalism and 
there is no reason why trained opera singer 
Becky Stark's dream of "Covering the world 
with love" through her music shouldn't be 
used to cover the world with mobile phone 
masts. Ultimately, both digital technologies 
and folk music deal with a rejection of dirty, 
earthly physicality and trade in purity. But 
there is something hopeful that veers from 
annoyingly naive to convincingly uplifting in 
Lavender Diamond, which suggests folk 
music still has the potential to be more than 
music for 'connecting people' in that scary 
Nokia way, and that the masts themselves 
will one day bloom and invite diamond- 
eating birds to nest in their branches. 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv 

in the studio: lavender diamond 

what we were listening to: " Everything 
is so far apart in LA that we spent a lot of 
time driving to the studio. I'd listen to Roberta 
Flack on the radio. I love Roberta so much." 
what we were eating: " Delicious Mexican 
food ! We also got a lot of dinners from 
a Kosher Diner in the valley. They had had 
great potato latkes and matzoh ball soup." 
what we were watching: "My friend 
Xander Marro had just finished making a 
movie called Isemond, and I watched it over 
and over. It's a stop-motion animated short 
film of beautiful dolls. It's the greatest! " 
(Becky Stark) 



Drums And Guns (Sub Pop) 

I preferred Starbursts when they were Opal 
Fruits. I hate change. That's why I love Low. 
Sure, they've been through some personnel 
changes and aural advances since 1 993, but 
Low's fragile touchstones endure: gossamer 
anthems, crawling distortion - measured, 
down-tempo, harmonic pop. 

Drums And Guns is the Minnesota trio's 
eighth long-player, and a brooding treatise 
in places- all minor keys and dismal 
harmonies, most notably on sober jeremiad 
'Sandinista' - but aerial arias ('Dragonfly') 
and silvery wig-outs prevail. Alan Sparhawk 
sings like heartbreak. Mimi casts chorales 
like moonbeams. And of course she retains 
that brilliant hairdo. That's Low all over: 
flicking a kittenish V-sign at change, from 
keratinous tip to effects-pedalling toe. 
Nicola Meighan 



Lucky Soul 



The Great Unwanted (Ruffa Lane) 

Lucky Soul make sophisticated pop rooted in 
the Sixties, accompanied by all the brass, 
strings and harmonies needed to make you 
dance, and the melancholy of the past.The 
music sounds expensive, yet was probably 
done on a shoestring and certainly won't 
have a high concept music video. This is great 
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Flower-Corsano Duo 

The Radiant Mirror (Textile) 

If, as we're given to understand, the universe is composed entirely of energy, 
with all matter simply the crude manifestation of that energy vibrating at 
a lower frequency, then you can consider the sounds and sensations created 
by this music as something of an unravelling, a releasing of essential energies 
back to their original form. As with all great and simple revelations, it's 
strangely obvious that this ancient Gnostic dream should be achieved with 
just a drum kit, an amplified Japanese banjo and two diamond-bright shards 
of shared intention. 

Chris Corsano inhabits the kit like a philosopher wears his skull: flicking 
out at ideas, tumbling into long ruminations, slipping in and out of 
coherence, embarking on great rolling monologues that rush forward with 
an irresistible logic. Mick Flower's energies are toying with destruction, 
stuttering into the red, peaking on the new discovery of a quantum-feedback 
addendum to the ethno-psychedelic experiment- a constant, darting 
exploration of core harmonic clusters, like a snake's tongue tasting the air. 
When the final OHM-inous tambura power-drone takes hold, and the body's 
vital signs begin to ebb, you know the journey's almost over. First you hear 
the sound, then you're in the sound, then you are the sound. 
Daniel Spicer 



because the vocals are filled with both the 
synthetic glamour of a Barbie advert and 
genuine soul when called for, as in 'Add Your 
LightTo Mine, Baby'; it's great because there 
are slow doo-wop numbers ('Baby I'm 
Broke') and stomp along party tunes ('Get 
Outta Town'). This is a decade on plastic. 
Jonathan Falcone 



Eleni Mandell 



Miracles Of Five (V2) 

Me, I always did consider a feather boa to 
be the height of glamour. Doesn't take much, 
just a certain desire for elegance, a need for 
immersion in smoky jazz lounges where, in 
the corner, a vibes player and stand-up bass 
are stroking out immaculately tailored 
rhythms while a female singer, the spit of 
Julie London with her rich and husky voice, 
is losing herself within Brechtian cadences 
and fairground psychosis. Miracles Of Five 
is the sixth album from Ms Mandell - a 
swinging LA sort I have much regard for - 
and while it swings and bubbles like the 
others, it also sashays wickedly, lost in 
beatnik basements and bohemian back 
alleys. I guess this is what the mainstream 
believes Kylie to be when she's dressed as 
a showgirl, only this is lush. 
Everett True 



Unhuman (Novamute) 

Industrial is far from dead - merely 
transmogrified. Or if not industrial, then 
electronic body music, but the larger point is 
that the combination that DAF found years 
back of clipped vocals, relentless beats and 
dancing-as-S&M still works, as Motor show 
on their second album. But the duo aren't 
simply trying to replicate the past but turn it 
into an even more fluid creature - old-style 
Terminatorversus new, if you like, where the 
gears and stainless steel recombine and flow. 
So the title track and 'Night Drive' are as 
much Daft Punk as Front 242, and all the 
better for it. Besides, giving brutalist songs 
titles like '20 Volts Of Steel' and 'Re-Format' 
is a perfect move in and of itself. 
Ned Raggett 



One More Grain 



Pigeon English (Victory Garden) 

It's tough to keep the creative seed alive 
underthe strangling thunder of the city. 
Daniel Patrick Quinn, who in 2005 stalked 
the hills of Mid-Lothian alone with the 



excellent'Ridin'TheStang', last year upped 
sticks to London to recruit musicians for new 
project, One More Grain. 

Pigeon English coalesces around 
'Northern' - a track that meanders past 
the dry stone walls and lonely farmhouses 
encounteredwhile "driving up the M6 ". 
It's a metaphor for the location of One More 
Grain's sensibility. Constantly stuck between 
the pastoral and the city, they find romance 
in both. In these keyboard drones, squalls 
of electric trumpet, Krautrock rhythms 
and Quinn's stark, observational ranting, 
One More Grain pinpoint the wonder and 
disillusion inherent in these damp isles. 
M e re k Cooper 



The Orchids 



Good To Be A Stranger (Siesta) 

The Glasgow band return after 1 3 years with 
an album full of focused yet gentle maturity 
that rewards extended exposure and sends 
out its tendrils of tender beatitude into the 
deepest recesses of your heart. While there 
are still memorable refrains, these are now 
backed up by more deftly subtle depths. 
It's the difference between falling in lust 
at 1 7 and being in love at 40. Filled with 
the strength of lasting relationships fuelled 
by that illusive mixture of magic and 
foundations built on shared experience, this 
is one of the finest albums of this or any year. 
Don't let our middle-age go to waste. 
Alistair Fitchett 



Porcupine Tree 



Fear Of A Blank Planet (Roadrunner) 

Rather a surprising addition to the 
Roadrunner roster, perhaps, but Porcupine 
Tree's latest offering - also available in 5. 1 
Surround Sound - is a conceptual, prog-rock, 
cinematic LP that touches on a kind of lush 
emptiness of thought while blending 
keyboard sweeps with jazzy basslines and 
neo-jungly torn beats. Over six alternately 
expansive and paranoid tracks, this is an 
album caught somewhere between early 
Genesis, Sabbath and Radiohead, and 
featuring Rush guitarist Alex Lifeson on the 
scrawly 'Anesthetise', and one Robert Fripp 
on the frankly enormous 'SleepTogether'. It's 
a record that will intrigue everyone from the 
spliffed up Floyd-head, to those let down by 
everything Sneaker Pimps did after the first 
five tracks of Becoming X. And we didn't 
even mention 'soundscapes' once. Go us! 
Joe Shooman 




Check www.my space.com/boney 3 for tour dates 
Release party April 10th © Manto Water Rats, London 
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precious metal 

Words: kicking_k 
Illustration: Laurie J Proud 

Marnie Stern 

In Advance Of The Broken Arm (kill rock stars) 

Sometimes you, by which I mean I, forget why 
you do this. Glumly processing yr fourth dose of 
mediocre clones (bubble-wrapped in hyperbole) 
at nine in the AM conjures a dim nimbus above 
yr breakfast bowl. The self-conscious canonical 
reference points. The music that sounds like, 
y'know, other music, the comfortable structures 
so well-worn someone should stick a blue plaque 
on them, and always more ambition, more passion 
-often, even more skill -than talent. 

(1/00:22) OK, wow: locate metaphor for having 
an embolism. Guitar as seething sea? Alternating 
notes phasing blue/green. (2/01:27) Vocal 
(" awwww. . . ") curves like giddy blur of dangerous 
corner taken too fast. Mention guesting Hella 
drummer. (3/00:55) More bombastic rock 
formations of single, 'Every Single Line Means 
Something ', the sly sense of humour and wiseass 
refusal of modesty that seem to characterise her 
personality. Playful, ostentatiously smart, kind of 



Suggested synonyms for excellent, awesome, 
amazing: auspicious, valid, prime 



sphinxy. (03/02:50) . ..but mention how she holds 
her guitar like a guitar, not an oversize necklace like 
plenty indie stallions I could name/shame. 

Meanwhile, there was a friendly debate on 
the Plan B boards recently about journalistic cliches 
and excesses. One poster suggested we declare 
war on the inappropriate use of sense adjectives, 
tying them to their appropriate physical root. My 
response: "But writing about music is pretty much 
applied synaesthesia!" 

(04/02:22) Riffs as fractals, solo as zoom. 
Rhythm track not 01 01 01 01 11 stop-motion but 
quantum jump-cuts, variable tempo in general so 
sweetly judged, feels driven not by mathematics 
but the swell of chemicals. "I'm a contender/Never 
surrender (x3). " (06/0 1 :28) Incredible intuition 
between players, vocoder panorama. Melodic 
hollows lock to now like a kiss with teeth. 

It's four in the morning. There's a thesaurus 
the size of a kid's thorax to my left and an ongoing 
Wikipedia search behind this Word window. If 
I sound like a loser, fuck you. Now: 



(1 0/0 1 :39) Cartoon cut-up. W+T/F= TMI. 
Vitamin bomb! Optimum glucose! Prolactin blues 
backwash! Suggested synonyms for excellent, 
awesome, amazing: auspicious, valid, prime. 

The last song is sincerely a finale. Marnie talks 
us through the seven guitar noises she's using, 
layering them one by one into an impossibly rich 
brocade that comes out the other side of 
dissonance like a phoenix. 

(13/00:0 1) iTunes Play Count: 2 1 . Marnie Stern, 
2007: " I am not looking to find a pot of gold/The 
picture in my head is my reward". 

The last complaint on the list was (rightfully) 
about needless melodramatic subjectivism 
or aesthetic exaggeration. To which I reply: 
Marnie Stern has remade the guitar, and this is 
the album of the year. Suggested headline for 
thelondonpaper. PROMOTIONAL RECORD SPARKS 
CARGO CULT IN FARRINGDON, EXPERTS EXAMINE 
ARTEFACT, JOIN. 

(09/00: 1 1) Handclaps, handclaps. " Yay ! 
Again \" she laughs. 



Stars Of The Lid 



And Their Refinement Of The Decline 
(Kranky) 

Stars Of The Lid's first release since 2001 's 
The Tired Sounds Of. . . sees the music of 
Texan duo Brian McBride and Adam Wiltzie 
move further away from their original space 
rock template and deeper into the realms of 
the kind of holy minimalism associated with 
Arvo Part and Henryk Gorecki.The 1 7 tracks 
on this impressive double set are stripped 
to the barest bones with only the subtlest 
piano figurations and field recordings for 
embellishment.The slow motion ebb and 
flow of each glacial string swell creates 
a micro-vacuum, allowing each chord to 
breathe and decay. Each epic soundscape 



is an ethereal kiss emerging from an alien 
sky, burrowing into the deepest thoughts of 
a somnambulist. You'll be hard pushed to 
find a better way to drown in sound this year. 
Spencer Grady 



Richard Swift 



Dressed Up ForThe Letdown (Polydor) 

Hey you with the poncho, the handlebar 
'tache and the sky-munching juicy bunch of 
balloons! Yes, you with nightingales in your 
lungs, hair like a mulberry bush. You whose 
antique pop conjures vintage singalongs, 
lovelorn sweethearts, piano yarns and war- 
time curios; whose California reverie is 
sienna in colour, primordial in number, 
and ruggedly good... 



Hey you with the vintage opera swagger 
and balmy rodeo harmonies! You, whose 
latest aural canvas, Dressed Up ForThe 
Letdown, is a lustrous totem of folk, pop, 
music hall, Broadway songs and honkytonk 
-yes you, who croons by candlelight and 
seduces by the designate of Mr Richard 
Swift: I like you. 
Nicola Meighan 



A Raining Sun Of Light And Love, 
For You and You and You . . . (Tee Pee) 

There's something of a conceptual joke going 
on here. What sounds like a particularly 
awful Fifties field recording of a drunken 
singalong in a crofter's cottage eventually 



concedes to Titan's heaviness with lysergic 
clarity. Space may well be deep, dad, but 
it's also visibly wide and undeniably pretty 
fucking long as well. 

Titan inhabit their impressive 
nomenclature like a just-about-to-be-angry 
Dr Bruce Banner does his snug purple long 
Johns. An inverse take on normal stoner 
standards sees rugged chunks of onyx black 
backline sitting atop a volcanic sludge of 
buzzing organs, sliding precariously along 
an ultra-viscous magma of guitar work. 
It's usually at this juncture we'd mention 
that it's getting light outside but just this 
once we'd like to encourage you to pull the 
curtains and get your bong on again. 
John Doran 
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brief notes 




120 Days 

120 Days (Smalltown 
Supersound) 

Norwegian teenagers, 
inspired by deSade's 
long weekend, unfurl 
nine tracks of pulsating Krautdisco on banks 
of vintage synthesisers. Zippy propulsion 
and moments of Tangerine-flavoured 
bliss, tainted somewhat by vocalist Adne 
Meisfjord's forced, sub-Gillespie drawl. (LP) 

Bayside 

^ The Walking 

££&£ Wounded (Victory) 
J ^'Ky Ooooh, Blue Album and 

Pinkerton-etaWeezer 
melodies mixed with, 
hey, Smoking Popes-esque melodies and 
even a huskiness shared with Jawbreaker. 
Great songs, warm power-block chords, 
hot riffs and double lead guitar lines. My 
definition of perfect rock music. (JF) 

' ^ Bee And Flower 
I Last Sight Of Land 
* -Mam (Tuition) 

Multi-instrumentalist/ 
vocalist Dana Schechter 
and some likeminded 
lounge-lurkers (including Bad Seed Thomas 
Wylder on pastry brushes) restyle Massive 
Attack's Protection in a silky black number, 
as melodies and lyrics take discreet second 
billing to texture in songs that drape like 
crushed velvet. (AB) 

Cut 

A Different Beat 
(Homesleep) 

Athree-man Italian 
Blues Explosion, this is 
Cut's fourth album and 
their first here.The packaging and shoutouts 
to The Gun Club's Jeffrey Lee Pierce betray 
their goth punk leanings. It's still a 36-minute 
hoodoo buzzbomb rock'n'roll blast. (EA) 

Cut City 

Exit Decades (GSL) 

A rip-off of Interpol from 
Sweden so shameless 
it serves to usher in 
a new era in pastiche 
-simulation of a simulation. But you know 
what? As Bono might opine, it might be even 
better than the real thing. (LP) 

Efterklang 

Under Giant Trees 
(Leaf) 

Danish cinematicists 
take a year off and 
emerge with three 
albums packed into five exhaustingly stirring 
songs. Throws Sigur Ros over a waterfall and 
then plays xylophone on their ear-bones, 
while Dubbelganger Men's Choir stand tree- 
trunk solid. (AB) 

Filip 

J Crane-Grief (www. 
_-*- filipsongs.com) 

I compared Filip's 
2005 debut ('happily', 
according to dotshop. 
se) to Tom Waits and Daniel Johnston. This 
one, I'm gonna throw in Antony-for his 
lonesome warble - and stick with my 
original judgment: brilliant. (ET) 








Graboids 

Infinite Delay 
(Stickfigure/ 
Mole End) 

Very much off on a 
Godspeed You Mount 
Zion trip, Virginia's hideously named 
Graboids give it some post-rock ambient 
guitar drift building into grand mountainous 
crescendos of washed out sound. Nothing 
new, but a pleasant little landslide. (EA) 

Great Lakes 

Diamond Times 
(Track And Field) 

Stunningly mature, 
rich-sounding third 
album from this former 
Elephant 6 duo, with input from members 
of the likes of Essex Green and Ladybug 
Transistor. A beguiling blend of elements: 
fuzzy garage pop, country twanging and 
dustbowl balladeering all tied together 
with soft psychedelic glue. (AF) 




F" 
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Gudrun Gut 

IPutARecordOn 
(Monika) 

The latest effort from 
the German dance guru 
finds her celebrating 
the art of musical appreciation as much 
as creation; songs are specific tributes to 
figures like Martin L Gore and Dabrye. 
But the moody, pulsing kick of her music 
and her speak-singing verses, often 
electronically distorted, is its own reason 
for celebration. (NR) 

Kieran Hebden 
and Steve Reid 

Tongues (Domino) 

The third of Four Tet's 
link-ups with former 
SunRaArkestra 
sticksman Reid. Previous meetings between 
the two have whipped up localised storms 
but not quite managed to change weather 
patterns; this comes the closest yet, Reid 
nailing sturdy 4/4s as Hebden conjures 
in many jagged loops and typhoons of 
synthesiser. (LP) 

The Hidden Hand 

The Resurrection 
Of Whiskey Foote 
(Southern Lord) 

Former SaintVitus/ 
Obsessed patriarch 
Scott 'Wino'Weinrich keeps the Sabbath 
flame burning on this, the third epistle 
from his shaggy Maryland outlaws. No Earth 
sludge or black metal misanthropy here; 
The Hidden Hand play craggy, unrefined 
pioneer riffage of an unmistakable Seventies 
vintage. (LP) 

DJ Kentaro 

Enter (Ninja Tune) 

A genuinely ace effort 

r~J^^ from phonographic 
jWf\ polymath Kentaro 
who drops (or rather 
produces) science while friends Pharcyde 
and Fat Jon guest over electro dub, scratched 
up Japanese classical music and drum 
and bass. Low-end deprived bassheads 
should head straight forThe World Class 
Wreckin' Cm inflected Spank Rock track 
'Free'.(JD) 






The Kissaway 
Trail 

Smother + Evil = 
Hurt (Bella Union) 

It's impossible to not 
comment on the 
similarity to James Mercer's mannered 
falsetto here; andTKT occasionally seem to 
posses his gift for a flat packed, instant indie 
classicism as well. The downside is that they 
also occasionally sound like an IKEA emo 
band embarking on their own Automatic 
ForThe People. (JD) 

My Teenage 
Stride 

Ears Like Golden 
Bats (Becalmed) 

Latest offering from My 
Teenage Stride, project 
of songwriter Jedediah Smith. Jingle-jangle 
guitar pop with a penchant for the shoegaze 
and the reverb-heavy sound of Eighties 
bands a la J&MC.Truly sinister bass lines 
and on 'Reversal', an eerily Ian Curtis-like 
bark.(LM) 





I Plate Six 

I Battle Hymns For 
I A New Republic 
I (One Little Indian) 

I When your angst and 
ennui slides into muddy 
boredom, and your rhythms and chords are 
gelled into a bulging gloop and attention 
wonders so people forget to listen to your 
words anymore, you may be making some 
kind of statement about capitalism and 
mediocrity. Or you may be wasting your 
obvious talents. Hardcore that's promising, 
if more sludgy than gelling. (MW) 

Poison Dart 

Get Hot (Marriage) 

Debut from country 
pop trio for whom 
one RiloKiley just isn't 
enough. Presumably 
not edgy enough to make a career 
soundtracking teen dramas on US TV, 
they've just signed an exclusive performance 
contract with a stateside restaurant chain 
(seriously). (LM) 

Profundi 

The Omega Rising 
(Viva Hate) 

"Abysmal fuckin' hate" 
from Sweden's Jens 
Ryden, the term 
'abysmal' presumably pertaining not to 
its relative qualities, but to some sort of 
abyss. Not a real abyss, but a moral abyss. 
Found, mayhap, deep within your soul. 
Enough Black Metal mockery: this is abrasive, 
punishing BM with inobtrusive orchestral 
trimmings. (LP) 

Priestbird 

InYourTime 
(Kemado) 

Tarantula AD change 
name and take flight 
in new direction. Arrive 
at studio, double-headed guitar in hand, 
slightly unsure which decade they are in. 
Unconcerned, they get on with rock-slash- 
orchestral psychedelic freak-out. Not 
knowing what else to do, we nod our heads 
and say 'groovy !'(DS) 





The Scaramanga 
Six 

The Dance Of Death 
f%, m (Wrath) 

^3| • The 'band who torture 
^^ from Yorkshire' trample 
over musical acceptability with a fourth slab 
of rock gigantism. Thunderbolt riffs, massed 
vocals, harpsichords and volcanos won't get 
them seated at the smirking kids' table -the 
sound of not caring just got more epic. (AB) 



tall 



FIRS 



Tall Firs 

Tall Firs 
(Ecstatic Peace) 





Dave Mies and Aaron 
Mullans' minimal lo-fi 
folk weaves melodies 
and countermelodies seamlessly and 
effortlessly, uncovering some dark places 
in the process. Gentle acoustic patterns 
underpin sparse electric guitars while 
lethargic, world weary vocals pour into the 
spaces between. (LM) 

The Hotel Alexis 

Goliath, I'm On Your 
Side (Broken Sparrow) 

Goliath? Wacky 
bastards. Mysterious 
social commentary, or 
religious protest, or a throwaway comment 
disguised in a metaphor? Should an album 
title be this irritating? Well, it bloody is. It's 
a tremendously pretty record though. (TH) 

Various 

Something I 
Learned Today 
(Dance To The Radio) 

Third in a series of 
Leeds compilations that 
plough the sort of sparky Cribs-style indie 
rock (Sometree, I Was A Cub Scout, Black 
Wire so beloved of Fierce Panda and Shifty 
Disco. Worth hearing for the symphonic 
guitars of This Et Al alone. (ET) 

Various 

Nocturne: Late 
NightsAtThe 
Whitechapel 
(Whitechapel 
Ventures) 
Erupting with innovation from London's East 
End on Friday evenings, Whitechapel Gallery 
curates a compilation of contemporary 
artistes, from the doom-laden Alexander 
Tucker to the art-noise attack of Yeborobo. 
From intriguing to whimsical to exhilarating 
to raucous, it's art as music as art. (MW) 

- Your Codename 
ls:Milo 

They Came From 
The Sun (V2) 

It all starts off so 
promising. Wailing 
guitars ! Vitriol and distortion ! And then it 
dissipates. It gets obvious where it offers 
promises to the contrary. Excitement leads 
swiftly to boredom. You press 'stop' as 
keenly as you pressed 'start'. (HA) 

Brief notes by: Euan Andrews, Hayley 
Avron, Abi Bliss, Melissa Bradshaw, 
John Doran, Jonathan Falcone, Alistair 
Fitchett,Tom Howard, Liam McCreesh, 
Louis Pattison, Ned Raggett, Dr Swan, 
Everett True, Megan Weston 
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Shedding 

What God Doesn't Bless, You Won't Love; What You Don't Love, The Child Won't 
Know (Hometapes) 
Paul Duncan 

Above The Trees (Hometapes) 
Feathers 

Synchromy (Hometapes) 

Three distinct flavours from the burgeoning Hometapes empire, a 
label dedicated to putting out heartfelt sonic objects that often defy 
categorisation. But let me try. 

Paul Bradley's Above The Trees is the most straightforward of the 
triumvirate, a set of plaintive American Gothic vignettes complete with 
glistening lap steel and world weary vocals. While perfectly formed, it doesn't 
really offer anything to distinguish it from the hoard of troubadours chasing 
the heels of Messrs Molina and Oldham. More interesting is Synchromy, the 
second in a series of three EPs by the Miami sound machine Feathers. This 
shorter format suits the trio perfectly, a schizophrenic snapshot brimful 
of analogue bursts and retro rhythms. It's as if Broadcast met Deerhoof 
to perform covers of the theme from TV classic Tomorrow's World. 

But the jewel in this triple crown is Shedding's improbably, yet brilliantly 
titled, What God Doesn 't Bless, You Won 't Love; What You Don 't love, 
The Child Won't Know, whose sumptuous sleeve art houses a re- 
contextualisationofthetwin phantoms from Connor Bell's youth. Invoking 
birdsong and the spirit of jazz legend Eric Dolphy, he creates eerie mist 
mosaics of nostalgia from which a lurching beast of recollection begins 
to emerge. 

To use Bell's own words, this is "a collage, a collaboration, a tribute", 
and nothing less than a magnificent audio-map of one man's childhood. 
Spencer Grady 



Son Volt 



The Search (Sony BMG) 

Jay Farrar's Son Volt specialise in soundtracks 
designed to rip out of the FM dial while 
cruising along the asphalt arteries of 
Midwest Am erica. Like AC/DC, like Ramones, 
it was the sameness of their songs that was 
one of the group's strengths- like an endless 
road movie directed by Walt Whitman. But 
recently Farrar has moved away from the 
straightahead formula of Trace and Wide 
Swing Tremelo, toying with new structures 
and instrumentation. And yes, there are a 
few occasions on The Search where it seems 
Farrar is trying to hard to reinvent the wheel, 
but mostly the use of strings loops, bouzouki 
and even a horn section only bolster his 
inventions. And in case you hanker for 
something more traditional, 'Highways And 
Cigarettes' and 'Methamphetamine' deliver 
on the classic Son Volt sound of yore. 
Spencer Grady 



Schwa 13 



The SchwaB Family System (SchwaB) 

Not since Ian Svenonius' yeh-yeh crew Make 
Up dressed tight and sweaty and decided to 
groove on down to The HardestWorking 
Man In Show Business, has anyone from 
the indie sector mastered this sort of two- 
steppin', quick-fire funk so fluently. Imagine 
a pub full of striped T-shirt wearing, cowbell- 
thunking, moustached east London types 
partying on down to Fatboy Slim and Beastie 
Boys' splendiferous Seventies TV cop tribute 
'Sabotage'. SchwaB's debut album contains 
1 solid blasts, plus an encore, and recalls 
Electric Six partying on down with Abe 
Lincoln, only less worrying. Marvellous. 
Siobhan Marshall 



Early Teeth (Holy Mountain) 

For some reason, Finland seems closer to 
outer space than any other country on this 
planet.The proof forthis is in the music: 
Circle, Ektroverde, Pharoah Overlord and 
this bunch of riffwreckers called Tivol.They 
all take parts of Blue Cheer, Can, Hawkwind 



and MC5, cover them in Stardust and blast 
them out full throttle. Early Teeth collects 
two CD-Rs previously released in obscenely 
limited numbers, consisting of four cosmic 
howlers dipped in pools of secondhand laser 
blasts, ancient drones and other forms of 
primitive sonic sourcery.Tivol don't do gentle, 
they let it all rip from the first second and 
never look back to check the damage. 
Joris Heemskerk 



A Tribute To Joni Mitchell (Nonesuch) 

On paper this could be an extraordinary 
compilation -an event, even. The reality 
is far more processed. For example, it's no 
surprise that most of these cuts come from 
Joni Mitchell's most celebrated two albums, 
Blue and Ladies Of The Canyon. It's also no 
surprise that the MOR artists here focus in on 
her pleasantries, kd lang, Annie Lennox and 
Sarah McLachlan all play it bland, whereas 
Bjork's rendition of 'The Boho Dance' is 
a gorgeous performance, as is the Sufjan 
Stevens' arrangement on 'Free Man In Paris'. 

The points of real interest are Prince's 
effeminate 'A Case Of You', James Taylor's 
interesting series of chord substitutions 
in 'The River' and, most breathtakingly, 
Emmylou Harris's heartfelt reinterpretation 
of 'The Magdalene Laundries'. 
Jonathan Falcone 



BPC Camping Compilation 03 compiled 
by Ellen Allien (Bpitch Control) 

Berlin is the greatest city. Outside of the 
tacky techno traps and bracing hands-on 
sex clubs, the smart bars in the pink triangle 
of Schoneberg are trancing out to electronic 
music; and Ellen Allien's Bpitch Control 
is the fulcrum. 'BUM' is a juddering garage 
statement of civic pride delivered by Jahcoozi 
that revels in merking the 'LDN' of Lily Allen. 
The narrative of TimTim's 'You Sexy Beast' is 
pleasantly at odds with the paper-thin Casio 
PT-50 synth settings and listless orgasm 
noises. Just as the essence of Liverpool is in 
its people rather than architecture, there is 



something fundamental about Berlin that 
exists outside of mere buildings or groups 
of people. A city of great transience still 
providing the same dark nourishment to its 
young electronic stars that it once did to 
tourists Reed, Jones and Osterberg. 
John Doran 



Paris Calling (Because/Bonus Track) 

Paris Callings the sound of Bar III, home to 
a community that literally emerged from the 
Paris underground - a grim basement where 
bands, mostly in their teens, gathered to play 
music with a firm emphasis on the thrill of 
rock'n'roll. The hook-heavy garage of The 
Parisians buzzes with excitement, bottling 
some of the booze and sweat from the live 
shows. The Anglophilia of Les Shades 'Like 
I'm A Man' is far from groundbreaking, but 
that the naive energy and singlemindedness 
of tunes like Second Sex's 'Lick My Boots' 
owe more to The Stooges and Ramones than 
the Britpop ancestry of their UK counterparts 
is difficult to dismiss. 
Liam McCreesh 



White Mice 



Blassstphlegmeice (Load) 



Hetero Skeleton 



En La Sombra Del Pajaro Velludo (Load) 

Two fresh epistles of demented scuzz-horror, 
courtesy of Providence, Rhode Island's Load 
Records. Clad in giant furry heads like rodent 
Residents, White Mice gnaw through rubber 
stoppers and battery casings, freeing a 
relentless tide of acrid acid sludge that eats 
through metal and concrete and dissolves 
fingernails. Drumbeats spill like erupting 
entrails, guitars choke out long worms of 
uncoiling, non-sentient flesh; it's Stuart Little 
after a three-month stint at Huntingdon Life 
Sciences, vibrating with adrenaline and as 
white-wall monotonous as your sorry life. 

New to Load, meanwhile, are Finland's 
Hetero Skeleton - everything-in-the-crimson 
spazzmeisters who take up cheesewire 
guitars and wind-tunnel saxophone, 
seemingly in service of out-splurgingThe 
Hospitals in their Wacky Races rampage to 
no wave nirvana. Turn it up loud. Turn it up 
louder. And concede, peasants, that you've 
got to hand it once again to Load for their 
single-minded ultratrash aesthetic, even as 
you watch your pulped eardrums emerge, 
like happy worms, from the head of a mincer. 
Louis Pattison 



Witch Hats 



Wound Of A Little Horse (In-Fidelity) 

First up, grunge was invented in Australia. 
Yep. The Scientists were there first, and even 
if they hadn't been, the riff-heavy late 
Eighties band Mark Of Cain kick any East 
Coast American band's ass (the East Coast 
being way ahead of the Pacific Northwest 
here). Yep, we're talking grunge... as inThe 
Wipers, Pixies, Mission Of Burma. I know. 
Wipers were from Portland, OR. I digress. 
Witch Hats are from St Kilda, Melbourne 
-kinda like CamdenTown, with a funfair — 
and play Australian-style grunge.That is, 
brooding, menacing, full of odd musical 
references to forgotten 1981 British 
independent B-sides (from Manchester, in 
particular) and with enough hammering 
repetition to satisfy even the most malignant 
of Killdozer fans. Killdozer, of course, having 
invented grunge in the Midwest around. . . 
Everett True 



Wolf And Cub 



Vessels (4AD) 

Remember when everybody got stupidly 
enthusiastic about Black Rebel Motorcycle 
Club? OK, it was early 2001 , and if three 
unhealthy looking fellas dressed in black 
leather had turned out to be a Jive Bunny 
tribute band we'd probably have been fairly 
enthusiastic. But they had something going 
for them, a vague air of dread, some grumpy, 
JAMC-alike tunes (this was pre their Oasis 
obsession), and y'know, the black leather. If 
you've wondered what might have been if 
they'd realised Definitely Maybe \s rubbish 
and dived headlong into an ocean of stoner 
metal widdling, then Adelaide's Wolf And 
Cub will no doubt float your boat. Glassily 
detached menace and creeping feedback 
meet the type of guitar solos that could give 
you a weeklong whiteout.There are all sorts 
of cliches about how stuff like this is best 
listened to while hugely chonged, and 
they're all true. 
Andrzej Lukowski 



Wars (Polyvinyl) 

Vice Cooler's neo no wave teenaged fun 
gang caused a ripple of ruckus with their 
extra-curricular activities in the early 
Noughties, and if adulthood has since locked 
them in its death grip, they're not going 
without a right old ding-dong. 

This is like Grand Theft Auto: Indie 
Backwater being lived by sociopathic imagos 
in dusky rooms. Arrangements spread like 
virulent graffiti, like knitting fire, pixel glass 
fragments, like encrypted, read-only 
emotions condensed into small, impossibly 
heavy points. . .There are no detours, just the 
straightahead momentum of obsession - 
and there's still something almost mystical, 
symbolically beautiful about an instrument 
pushed so hard it comes apart in yr hands. 

In short, the authentic sound of those 
awkward years in yr mid-teens when 
the body outpaces the brain - between 
ignorance and innocence, self-harm and 
self-abuse. Ever harder, ever faster, to 
- maybe this time -find yrself the other 
side of this next action, the sudden flush 
of endorphins to cushion the senses as the 
body sees the ground come up to meet it. 
kicking_k 



Zu and Nobukazu Takemura 



Identification With the Enemy: A Key 
To The Underworld (Atavistic) 

If Zu didn't already exist, John Zorn would 
have to summon their presence from a 
darker dimension. Shrieking free-jazzcore in 
the vein of the Naked City sets, this Italian 
sax/bass/drums trio not only do exist, but 
do so more than most bands, playing and 
collaborating with the equivalent of an entire 
avant-noise festival's roster. Twice over. 
The exhilarating factor of this brief 
union with Nobukazu Takemura (feedback 
manipulator and sound designer for Sony's 
Robodog toy) is that, for a while, Zu are 
forced to reign themselves in, for fear of 
smothering the clicks, drills and hums from 
Takemura 's treated mixboard. Although, like 
bladed pendulum torture, the more it swings, 
the deeper it gets, until we have a record of 
two halves, the calm electro-acoustic improv 
of 'Usual ConversationsWith Yama' on one 
end, the splenetic rock release of 'Everyone 
Gets His Own Nemesis' on the other. 
George Taylor 
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Joe Meek 

Just Like Eddie:The Heinz Anthology 

They Were Wrong! Joe Meek's Boys Volume One 

The EP Collection 

Vampires, Cowboys, Spacemen And Spooks: The Very 

Best Of Joe Meek's Instrumental (Castle) 

'Telstar man', space-pop pioneer, low-budget 
pragmatist, mad genius, would-be svengali, 
murderer, suicide... poor, beleaguered producer 
Joe Meek will never fully die, at least not as long 
as we love personality disorders, mavericks and a 
good yarn about British not-quite success; or as long 
as we love homemade plate reverbs, shonky echoes 
and the promise of a something bigger than we can 
aurally imagine. Meek's short career is an attractively 
cautionary tale of an original mind trapped in the 



Perky, jobbing kids 
with guitars gamely 
twanging away in a 
vortex of swirling 
analogue meteorites 



Remember Me' Leyton, serenading voodoo ladies 
over thunderclaps and woo-woo backing vox. But 
those seeking actual evidence of Meek's 'genius' 
should strip away the clean-cut vocals and enter the 
twilit world of Vampires, Cowboys, Spacemen & 
Spooks, its very title alluding to how cheap genre 
fiction is so often a home for experimental ideas. 

There's something about the spaciousness of 
Meek's instrumental productions juxtaposed with 
the lo-fi, live playing that adds up to a beautifully 
impersonal ghost boogie -one is left with an 
impression of perky, jobbing kids with guitars 
gamely twanging away in a vortex of swirling 
analogue meteorites. These wonderfully named 
bands (Roger LaVern And The Microns, The 
Stonehenge Men. . .) didn't just sound poignantly 
anonymous: like many of Meek's boys, his beat 
groups were purely functional. Only The Tornados 
became anything like famous, especially when 
Meek decided to make their bassist, one Heinz 
Burt, a star in his own right. 

Heinz was a quiffed, platinum blonde 1 9-year- 
old with a bit-of-rough voice, an 'edgy' alternative 
to the industry's variety-show crooners. But the story 
of Heinz (Meek persuades the singer to go blonde 
after becoming obsessed with the spooky kids in 
The Village Of The Damned; installs him in his flat 



and, allegedly, bed; uses Heinz's shotgun to commit 
suicide) is more compelling than the exhaustive 
Just Like Eddie, much of which is cynically fluffy 
rock'n'roll lite with few of Meek's eccentric touches. 

The EPs box consists of 1 2 'single' CDs in scaled- 
down versions of their original packaging. It's a nice 
way to own the hits of Leyton, The Tornadoes and 
oddities like spectral ex-lumberjack Houston Wells; 
you also get to see how Meek and The Blue Men's 
outer space concept album, 1 960's / Hear A New 
World, was originally released, as two EPs on Meek's 
Triumph label. On New World, Meek, a radio-age 
Edward Lear on amphetamines, envisions the moon 
populated by high-voiced, blue-faced 'Globbots', 
soundtracked by Hawaiian guitars, dinner forks, 
claviolines and radio signals. Space doesn't get 
much deeper, and Meek much weirder, than on 
this recording - but it seems a bit peverse to want to 
own it as EPs, when it was released like that only for 
commercial reasons that no longer apply. 

Better to buy it complete, then get on eBay 
for the deleted Triumph: History Of A Label, to 
hear what Meek, given free rein, considered the 
potential pop hits of the day- and to ensure you get 
to celebrate the 50th anniversary of his death with 
a copy of 'Magic Wheel', Rodd, Ken And The 
Cavaliers' serenade to the ouija board, to hand. 



Sixties pop industry, but his lingering presence has 
also to do with one, evocative word: space. Space 
not just as retro-futuristic aesthetic,but as sonic 
concept, an idea subsequently explored and refined 
by dub, electronica, avant-rock and every marginal 
music between. That this sensibility shone out 
alongside an obsessive drive for commercial success 
is made clear by these latest reissues, which 
represent Meek not only as the 'outsider' we know 
and love but, more honestly, as wannabe insider. 

They Were Wrong! reTers to a Chad Carson 
track, but could be seen as a knowing nod to the 
asexual dorkiness of much of Joe Meek's Boys, most 
of it more Doris Day than 'Hound Dog'. Compared 
to Let's Go! Joe Meek's Girls, Meek's lads seem quite 
sedate, although mention must go to John 'Johnny 
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Sly & The Family Stone 

AWhole New Thing 

Dance To The Music 

Life 

Stand! 

There's A Riot Goin' On 

Fresh 

Small Talk (Epic) 

Hell, I wasn't born when any of these shits came 

out. That baby gurgling all the way through the 

title track of Small Talk in 1 974? Older than me. 

We'll have to take it on trust how revolutionary The 

Family Stone were. They won, this is their world. 

And I know how it sounds now, 40 years down 

the line after a lifetime with their bastard children: 

Prince, ODB, De La Soul, Tricky... uh, Skinnyman. 

Those that sampled, or those that stole, heavy air, 

attitude, ideas. Those still trying to recover from 

their party. Fatboy cunting Slim. 

Start in the middle and I can relate. The heavily 
medicated Sly wailing sarcastic on 'Luv 'N' Haight' 
from 1 971 's ego-tastic miserathon There's A Riot 
Goin ' On '. "Feel so good, don 't wanna move. . . " 
uhhh-huhthen, "Feelsogood, don't nee-ee-eeee- 
d to move", Sly flat on his back and the instruments 
turgid yet effortless through a fuzz blanket of 
worn tape. Organ and drum machines, down to 
the metronomic pulse on Time'. Indecipherable 
elongated words turning into scat, time becomes 
"Taiii-iii—iiiMMMmmm. . . they say is the answer", 
then nearly a whisper, "I don't believe them". 



I get that, but the foundations are stranger 
and stronger by far. 1967 debut A Whole New 
Thing and 1969's/_/fearein many ways alike, 
ambitious pop only in context, always turning 
left. Here you'll find all the oddities and ordinaries 
which hadn't a hope of qualifying for Greatest 
Hits but are loveable nonetheless, toy organ, 
xylophone, and Sly proclaiming how "The groovy 
music inside my head is soakin'" on 'Run Run Run', 
Larry Graham smooching more mature on the 
organified pleading of 'Let Me Hear It From You'. 
Each band member taking it in turns to taunt and 
cluck " Don't be a bwack-bwack-bwack-bwack- 
bwacka" on the plain silly 'Chicken'. 

They're fine records, though by later standards 
almost totally devoid of funk. Of the early albums 
1 968's Dance To The Music went furthest to 
righting this lack with an energy odder still than 
the psyche-pop. Optimistic almost to the point 
of naivete, this is Sly hypermanic, even when 
bemoaning how he "Ain't got nobody", the band 
ascending to sustained groove through a cappella, 
instrumental, beatless wah fluff and sheer bloody 
attack in the exhausting (but rewarding) 1 2-minute 
'Dance To The Medley'. 

It's dwarfed in every sense by 1 969's Stand. 
Here a throwaway line from Dance To The Music's 
'Higher' is amplified to five minutes of pleading, 
"I want to take you HIGHER"" , here the band jerk 
and grind through the 1 3 thumpalicious minutes 
of refreshing, nutritious harmonadelic scat foreplay 
that is 'Sex Machine'. 

Here the history of race relations in the Western 
world past, present, and future is condensed to 
two lines, "Don't call me nigger, whiteyl. Don't call 



me whitey nigger!" But the future is painted 
bright," Don 't let the bastards bring you down " 
sings Sly, right before the band affirm with a 
chorus on the closing 'You Can Make It If You 
Try'. And 'Stand' itself, Sly at his most lyrically wry, 
"Stand! You've been sitting far too long, there's 
a permanent crease in your right and wrong". 
Yeah, maybe here's a record to inspire revolution, 
then, now. Sly is less carnival curator more 
benevolent, cocky general. Genius? Yeah. 

Apparently, it was recognised as such at the 
time, turned Sly into a megastar, shot his ego 
over the edge, alienated hisbandmates, blah... 
Idunno. I just flip over Riot to 1973's Fresh, Sly now 
dictatorial, the focus still largely introspective, but 
happy again. Music as grimey and disreputable as 
Riot, but revived, loved and loving. Sure there's 
a sadness in the voice, he's clearly been through 
shit, but the spirit is reborn. 'Dance To The Music' 
is reconfigured as 'Keep On Dancin", the same 
chorus but otherwise shattered, all grunting and 
spastic beats. Ambition is reborn in the refined 
three-minute will to power of 'Let Me Have It All', 
'Frisky' is exactly that, as is Fresh. 

Which just leaves that damn baby crying on 
'Small Talk', the last dispatch before what was left 
of The Family Stone disintegrated. At it's best it's 
a domesticated continuation of Fresh. Far from 
inspiring revolution, Sly was now just trying to 
keep his shit together, and on that basis 'Small 
Talk' is fine breezy soul. " Can't strain my brain, " 
he sings at one point, "I know how it feels to worry 
all the time", and it's a sweet resignation, an 
acknowledgment that he just didn't have it in him 
anymore. Or at least that's how it sounds now. 



Boredoms 



Super Roots 6, 7 and 8 (Very Friendly) 

For most bands, a nine-CD collection of 
experimental odds' n 'sods would be more 
of an exercise in public embarrassment 
than a public service, but Boredoms' offcuts 
are far more exciting than most bands' 
finest moments. 



Of these, 5iyp£v/?oofs 6(1 996) is the 
most varied; it's like a Faust Tapes for the 
E generation, and forms a perfect bridge 
between the fidgety skronk of old Boredoms 
and the psychedelic rave monster they would 
become. 7(1 998) is basically one long piece, 
based around the Melvins' 'Where Were 
You', that accelerates by degrees into more 



and more stratospheric space rock, before 
winding down into trip hop, Boredoms- 
style. Play this one to feel like you're going 
to the moon. 

5aper/?oof5 5(1 999) is a CD single, 
containing a cover of a children's cartoon 
theme tune- with harmonies as refreshing 
as Arctic winds -followed by two 



increasingly wonky remixes of same. Short 
and totally sweet. 

There's a lot of talk at the moment about 
the worlds of dance and rock cross-breeding; 
these reissues are timely proof that no one 
is making the bridge in as thrilling and 
forward-thinking a way as Boredoms. 
Robin Wilks 
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five stars 

Words: Jon Dale 
Illustration: Naomi Ryder 



One of the key cogs in folk's mid 
to late 20th Century development 



The Pentangle 

The Time Has Come (Sanctuary) 

When I first started seriously listening to British folk, or 
folk-rock, the six records released by The Pentangle 
during their initial formation, from 1 968 to 1 973, were 
the easiest to locate. Consequently, my vision of the 
genre was a little skewed - 1 thought this liquid, 
sometimes tricksy melding of folk, blues and jazz was 
the high watermark of the genre, its ultimate outcome. 

Nowwe're older and wiser, and The Pentangle -the 
five-piece formed by folk guitarists Bert Jansch and John 
Renbourn, singer Jacqui McShee and jazz players Danny 
Thompson and Terry Cox- are just one of many dots on 
the map. 

If The Time Has Come tells us anything, it confirms 
that consensus thought got The Pentangle very, very 
right. The first two discs of this box set trace the group's 
recorded history from '68 to 73, and tell a surprising 
story. Early performances are clumsy and unconvincing: 
there's better performances elsewhere. 

By 1 969's Basket Of Light, however, things had fallen 
into place. Perhaps the confidence boost of performing 
at such at London's Royal Festival Hall in 1 968, a gig 
presented almost in its entirety on disc three, rearranged 
the quintet's molecules. For the material from 1 969 is 
sublime: even the hits, like 'Light Flight', are gorgeous, 
the playing is full of air and breath, the folk and jazz has 
finally integrated and McShee's voice, which wobbles on 
earlier recordings, is full, rich and strident. 

Studio recordings from 1 970 to 1 973 yielded three 
more albums. I find them all fantastic, but question 



the selections: Cruel Sister should be represented by the 
entirety of 'Jack Orion', not just an instrumental excerpt; 
there are better songs on Solomon's Seal, such as 'Cherry 
Tree Carol'. Sometimes the playing gets a bit lugubrious, 
and the production gets glossier, with the freshness of 
Basket Of Light cloaked by studio sterility. But I don't 
want to sound too harsh: if the quintet are sometimes 
a little too comfortable, they're also confident enough to 
stretch out and really improvise, something proven by the 
staggering 20-minute 'Pentangling' from 1 970, that 
opens disc four, a collection of live recordings and rarities. 

The rarities are the most confusing items here: some 
B-sides are lovely additions to The Pentangle's currently 
available canon, and the TV sets presented on disc four 
are often beautiful, with the closing version of 'People On 
The Highway' beautifully assured and elastic. Soundtrack 
contributions, from 1 972's Christian The Lion and 1 971 's 
Tarn Lin, are interesting enough, but their episodic, bitty 
nature doesn't make for essential listening. If these kinds 
of curios are the preserve of the box set, they've often 
sunk lesser groups by presenting their thumb-twiddling 
exercises as some kind of alternate Holy Grail. The 
Pentangle survive such over-exposure - even when the 
songs are a bit duff, you can marvel at the playing - but 
unless you're an out-and-out fanatic, you're not going 
to need to hear these rare trinkets. 

But hey, I don't want to put you off this music: it is, 
after all, one of the key cogs in folk's mid to late 20th 
Century development. Get Basket of Light and Solomon's 
Seal first, but if you're in the mood, why not score the 
box? It'll look right good on your mantelpiece, I'm sure. 



Cultural Amnesia 



Enormous Savages (Anna Logue) 

Emerging from the heyday of cassette-only 
releases in the Eighties, this compilation of 
four-track tape home recordings fizzles with 
an angry spark of DIY electro-agit-art pop. 
The nine songs are arch with elliptical 
commentaries on a greyed-out Britain 
descending into misanthropicThatcherism, 
three written by John Balance of Coil. They 
positively hum with inventive use of cheap 
drum machines and keyboards, and as with 
early Legendary Pink Dots recordings, bristle 
with ideas despite the limitations of the 
Casio and Bontempi. 
Richard Fontenoy 



The Damned 



Damned Damned Damned (Sanctuary) 

The Damned were always an ill-matched 
mob of misfits-yob drummer, MC5- 
obsessed guitarist, exhibitionist madman 
and crooning vampire.This 30th anniversary 
reissue of the Damned's debut is a volatile 
tribute to this jumble of personalities, an 
assault of sweaty brevity, barely concealed 
malevolence, slightly ham-fisted guitar 
heroism and high-energy bubblegum thrills. 

The instant brilliance of 'New Rose' and 
'Neat Neat Neat', should be familiar to all, 
but the dogged, inane repetition of 'Stab 
Your Back' and the hyperactive garage 
revivalism of 'I Fall' and 'See HerTonite' 
deserve just as much love. And a biting, 
percussive Stooges cover spectacularly 
exposes the band's gnarly roots. Only 'Feel 
The Pain', an early whiff of unpleasant gothic 
follies to come, has aged badly. 

The bonus disc testifies to the band's live 
power- although with a handful of songs 
repeated across 26 live tracks, demos and 
B-sides, it's perhaps for rabid fans only. As 
if The Damned have any other kind. 
Matt Evans 



Ruff Draft (Stones Throw) 

Hip hop was robbed. Robbed by rappers who 
stopped giving a fuck what was happening 
behind them so long as the flashbulbs were 
popping (it's hip hop, not rap music-forget 
about yr DJ at yr own risk). Robbed by a 
tender-pocketed music biz which taxed 
samples beyond free use, displaying in the 
process a real passion for amassing profit 
and fuck the future of the artform. But, quite 
naturally, as the dizzy prospect of unlimited 
collage died, producer-cum-scavengers 
evolved to unearth archaeological sounds, 
applying intelligent design to recombine 
abandoned elements in new wholes. 

One of the best in the game was J Dilla, 
or Jay Dee - and this is his own lost album, 
soundtracking his epochal move from 
Detroit to California in 2003 and "Sounding 
like it's straight from the motherfucking 
cassette... "Candied beats weld to almost 
churchlike organ arabesques, warped by 
the heat of their proximity. 

Eloquent rawness aside, the interplay 
of delicate electronics and intoxicating 
psychedelia so righteously abundant on 
this record would culminate in the urgent 
affirmative twin glories of Donutsand 
The Shining; triumphant final flowers that 
rendered the sundown dowdy, J Dilla exiting 
this world through some sterile hospital bed, 
still burning with the rage and madness of 
creation. Hip hop was robbed. 
kicking_k 
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Katatonia 



Discouraged Ones (Peaceville) 

Sweden's Katatonia have been recording 
their darkly romantic variant on metal for 
almost 20 years now, which of course 
means it's time for a reissue program. 1 997's 
Discouraged Ones holds up just as well 
for a newer generation; indeed, it's often 
thrilling to hear how easily it holds up next 
to (and arguably predicts) the later work of 
bands like The Deftones, HIM and even My 
Chemical Romance. Stately, swooningly 
powerful arrangements on songs like 
'Stalemate' and 'Saw You Drown' are 
matched by Jonas Renkse's remarkably 
effective croon, while guitarist and mainman 
Andrew Nystrom's liner notes are reflective 
and humorous in equal measure.Talking 
about the early track 'Scarlet Heavens', 
included as a bonus: " . . .this song was our 
one and only attempt of dressing Katatonia 
in a frilly white shirt stained with red wine." 
Ned Raggett 



Napalm Death 



Scum (Earache) 

For all Napalm Death's quarter-century 
pursuit of extremity and reinvention, they're 
as likely to be employed as the punchline to 
some dickish cpmagazine sidebar joke as 
hailed for inventing grindcore, which they did 
here. It's easy to see why. Nothing sounded 
like Scum on its release in 1 987 (this CD/DVD 
reissue is a 20-year anniversary blowout) 
and, although plenty of things did thereafter, 
most contemporary grind has shrugged off 
Napalm's hefty anarcho punk influence, and 
sounds somewhat less weird and rabid as 
a result. Mick Harris' (the only member to 
appear on both sides of this album) dandruff- 
covered cardboard box drums jar against the 
influence of extreme US hardcore bands like 
Siege and a suitcase of traded thrash metal 
demos. Lyrics are incomprehensible, of 
course, and a means to an end rather than 
any grand linguistic statement. 

And, of course, there's the 1 .3-seconds 
long 'You Suffer', voted 'best shagging 
music' by British men in a recent poll. 

Oops, wrong mag. 
Noel Gardner 



Johnny Otis 



Mercury & Peacock Sides 1951 to 1955 
(Rev-Ola) 

This is a collection of the stuff that's harder 
to get hold of (Mercury and Peacock sides 
are rarely reissued) from the biggest white 
dude in early R&B (who was also the lovely 
Shuggie Otis' dad). Often schmaltzy in 
the best of ways, the collection is further 
compelling as a document of the evolution 
of what are now standard soul tropes, 
the tracks becoming more relaxed and 
explorative as the album progresses. It is also 
just goddamned old fashioned fun; expect 
a lot of light-hearted tales of heartbreak, 
a phone call to a judge who turns out to be 
rather horny, and some wonderful vocals 
from Junior Ryder, Mel Walker, and Big 
Mama Thornton, Ada Wilson (my favourite), 
whose vocals are uniquely sweet. . .and 
Johnny himself. 
Melissa Bradshaw 



Terry Riley 



Reed Streams (Elision Fields) 

Some people will tell you that you don't 'get 
into' Terry Riley's music so much as it gets 
into you. Once it's there, you struggle to 



extricate yourself, the way that once you've 
solved an optical illusion it's hard to focus 
your eyes back to their first impression. 
I'm one of those people, I'm afraid, and thus 
Riley's music rarely fails to trap me in a light- 
dappled, heart-strobing state of suspended 
animation -especially when, as these 
two mid-Sixties pieces emphasise, his 
instrumental palette is at its simplest. 

'Untitled Organ' makes brilliant use of 
a weird percussive sound, which I assume is 
the sound of the actual keys' creak and click, 
that rattles through the phasing melody like 
sticks or bones carried along by a river. The 
smoothertone and tape manipulation of 
sax-led 'Dorian Reeds' make for a more 
disorienting, sensual experience, as layers 
of sound are built, embellished, demolished; 
and patterns melt at snowflake speed. 

The two tracks formed a perfect album 
in themselves, but this reissue includes a 
1 970 recording of Riley's famous 'In C - 
a rockin' version presided over by Canadian 
composer Walter Boudreau, which sees 
Riley's stroboscopic solo sound open into a 
triumphant but less intense free-for-all. 
Frances Morgan 



The Harry Roche Constellation 



Spiral/Sometimes (el) 

If ever there was an episode of fab Seventies 
sitcom Man About The House \n which 
Richard O'Sullivan visited a suburban acid 
happening, surely this was the soundtrack. 
These two albums, released on one CD for 
the first time, came out in the early Seventies 
as part of Pye's short-lived 4D series of 
quadraphonic recordings and make the 
perfect mood music for any decent 
psychedelic lounge party. Slightly way 
out easy listening arrangements of popular 
hits by the likes of Bob Dylan, The Who and 
Stevie Wonder, as well as the 1 0-minute 
nylon-shirted moonlanding of Spiral itself, 
written by Pete Moore, the man who gave 
us the Pearl & Dean theme. 

All very groovy, essential for fans of 
obscure British soundtrack work of the 
period and about as psychedelic as a Sunday 
afternoon on Radio 2. 
Euan Andrews 



Folk Is Not A Four Letter Word 
(Delay 68) 

For his second selection of Sixties/Seventies 
freak-folk oddities, professional crate-digger 
Andy Votel has once again proven that old 
B-boys die-hard. Though, on the surface, 
the aesthetic behind this compilation is to 
construct some kind of eldritch, Wicker Man 
vibe, Votel still seems unable to desist from 
the search for the perfect break.The result 
is a singular conception of acid-funk-folk 
that translates into a collection of tunes 
that occasionally seem to fit the bill by only 
a very tenuous margin. 

Still, it's churlish to complain. Votel 
has a knack for discovering transcontinental 
nuggets from far-flung outposts of freak- 
dom - including cuts from Sweden, the 
Netherlands and Hawaii -that, when 
delivered in non-English tongues, provide 
a tantalising alternative history of acid-folk. 
Happily, he also seems particularly taken by 
the Jacqui McShee/Linda Perhacs template 
of 'femme-folk', presenting a wafting 
plethora of similarly ethereal treats with 
an infectious enthusiasm and passion. 
Daniel Spicer 




Dexys Midnight Runners 

The Projected Passion Revue (Universal) 

(Shakes head.) So Universal have chosen to release almost everything Dexys 
Midnight Runners (the legendary Mk II line-up) released during 1981 -the 
three singles, a BBC1 radio session and a BBC In Concert recording, all on 
one CD. (Shakes head in wonderment.) 

"It was a fear of being a nobody that made me form another Dexys," 
Kevin Rowland explains in the accompanying booklet. "My confidence had 
been knocked a lot. . . " Dexys Mk I had created Searching For The Young Soul 
Rebels, one of the great debuts - passion, self-belief, brightly burnished 
horn refrains, paranoia, delusion, love, all-night Northern Soul nightclubs, 
Van Morrison A-sides and disenchantment all gelling together to create 
an unshakeable, indelible whole. Dexys Mk II - an entirely new band, save 
for the vital presence of bandleader, trombonist Big Jimmy Paterson - took 
all that, and (seemingly effortlessly) knocked it up several notches. Yet they 
only existed for these three singles (the torrential 'Plan B', 'Show Me' and 
'Liars A To E') and this brief year, Kevin once again driven to form another 
line-up, in time for 1 982's epochal Too-Rye-Ay which spawned the monster 
('Come On Eileen'). 

The music contained herein... (shakes head in near-despair)... the live 
recordings, the giddy A-sides, the plummeting, yearning Bs. . .(shakes head in 
near-disbelief). . .this music is the sound of heartache and heartbreak, of hope 
and anger and despair, of emotion and unfettered joy so close to my core it's 
as much as I can do to even type these words. So there are 1 9 tracks here, 1 9 
tracks from the heart of Kevin Rowland, 1 9 tracks from the still-unmatched 
troubadour of my teens and twenties, and these 1 9 tracks are amongst his 
very finest, very purest, most on fire, work. 

I named this magazine afterthe opening song here (magnificently 
repeated a few tracks later in concert). Sure, you can be my friend if you 
don't love Dexys, but I'll never be able to understand you. 
Everett True 






Jonny Greenwood Is The Controller 
(Trojan) 



Lee 'Scratch' Perry 



The Upsetter Selection 

-A Lee Perry Jukebox (Trojan) 

Lee 'Scratch' Perry's productions launched 
one thousand wobbly echo chamber ships, 
but the dubby conqueror's originals still 
startle. For evidence, check The Upsetter 
Selection, cherry-picked by Perry to 
document his most significant turns. The 
three skanks that open the second disc 
astound the most, the concrete tape edits 
of 'Cow Thief Skank' close to Faust territory, 
but there are plenty of re-revelations here 
from the likes of Bob Marley, Susan Cadogan 
and Max Romeo. 

Radiohead's Jonny Greenwood reveals 
a keen ear for reggae and dub on Controller. 
It's surprisingly good, equal parts fire and 
brimstone (Johnny Clarke's 'A Ruffer 
Version'), space blues (Perry's 'Bionic Rats') 
and heartbreaking unfulfilled romance 
(MarciaAitken'sTm Still In Love'). Jumping 
between pure pop pleasure and unassuming 
avant delirium, Greenwood understands 
reggae's ability to hymn righteous ire, 
mournful melancholy and soul power 
without recourse to performative angst, 
something his parent outfit would do well 
to learn. 
Jon Dale 



Rock You Sinners! (Rev-Ola) 

Immaculate. Any compilation that can 
open with The Goons and Max Bygraves 
lampooning what's to come, and still last the 
distance -over 31 frantic, wildly swinging 
tracks, eulogising youth and the lure of the 
saxophone - is more than OK with me. 
Compiler Dave Penny certainly knows his 
early UK rock'n'roll (1 956-7); it may well 
be a cleaned-up, inferior version of its 
swaggering, blues-inspired US counterpart, 
but there are more than enough rough edges 



among the smooth to make this a thoroughly 
liveable collection. Four tracks from the 
deep-throated Deep River Boys (who were 
actually, er, from America) help, as do boy- 
next-doorTommy Steele's gimmicky but 
gnarly 'Doomsday Rock' and 'RockWith 
The Caveman'. This is a very nice intro to 
a much-derided musical era. 
Everett True 






The Wedding Present 



The Complete John Peel Sessions 
(Sanctuary) 

How much Wedding Present do you need? 

Singer David Gedge was the second 
most featured artist in Peelie's studios - 
22 sessions with The Wedding Present 
and his keyboard-led late Nineties band 
Cinerama, equal with minimalist absurdist 
poet Ivor Cutler, only two behindThe Fall 
- and this six-CD (1 2 sessions) set traces 
their career comprehensively. 

From their Peel debut in February '86, 
where they revealed one of the primary 
influences behind their wall-of-jangle guitar 
sound (Orange Juice's 'Felicity'), through the 
joyful, music press-baiting Ukranian folk 
music sessions ('Davni Chasy' etal), several 
more cover versions (Altered Images, soulful 
cult Sixties children TV theme 'White Horses', 
the unutterably wonderful Girls At Their 
Best), the chart-baiting 1 2 monthly singles 
in 1 992, a brace of live sets from the Phoenix 
and Reading festivals in '95/'96, through to 
their sparkling return in 2004 with the Steve 
Fisk-produced, analogue keyboard-drenched 
Take Fountain, there's enough here to satisfy 
even the most demented of Weddoes fans, 
which you'd kind of have to be to listen to the 
95 tracks here in one sitting, even from the 
band once trumpeted as "the new Smiths", 
no insult intended. 

Anyway, The Wedding Present proved 
to be far more durable and lovable than 
that bunch of misery-ridden Mancunian 
malcontents, thank god. 
Everett True 
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intimate relations 

Words: Beth Capper 

A rare interview with documentary veteran Albert Maysles, 
as he releases his second chronicle of the singular Beale family 



The first time I watched Grey Gardens - Albert and 
David Maysles mid-Seventies documentation of 
Jackie Onassis' aunt and cousin living like bag ladies 
in an East Hampton mansion -was in my gay 
university tutor's cluttered bedsit. We'd barely get 
five minutes in when he would drunkenly pause it, 
wrap a bath towel around his head, and, effecting 
a Long Island drawl, recite little Edie's lines. "The 
Marble Faun ! " he'd shriek whenever Jerry the 
housekeeper came on the screen, and although 
I kept begging him to sit down, shut up and let 
me watch the film, I secretly loved how the lives 
of these chaotic old women had so spoken to 
him, their words forever burned into his brain. 

Albert Maysles -the surviving half of the sibling 
filmmaking team - recently returned to his archives 
and excavated enough extra footage to make a new 



'You need to be 
able to empathise 
with the people 
you're filming 
[so] you don't 
misrepresent 
them' 




film out of the Beales. The Beales Of Grey Gardens, 
is much like the original, the Beales still resplendent 
in grand furs in a house overrun by cats and 
raccoons. The level of intimacy achieved in Grey 
Gardens is no happy accident. In the 35 films 
he's made, Maysles has been able to penetrate his 
subjects - revealing their hopes, dreams and 
insecurities -to an extent unparalleled by his 





successors. Maybe his background as a psychologist 
enables him to look at his subjects without judging; 
maybe he's just a man with a big heart. Either way, 
Maysles is happy to let his camera do the talking. 

"You really need to be able to care for and 
empathise with the people that you're filming," says 
Maysles, over the phone from New York City. "If you 
have that respect for them you don't misrepresent 
them. It's important to shy away from doing lots 
of interviews and instead to focus on people 
experiencing things and, in that process, get very 
close. Look at people in such a way so that you're 
confident that you really get what's happening. " 

Maysles made his first film - a 1 2-minute 
documentary about Soviet mental health care - 
when travelling Russia by motorcycle in the Fifties. 
Alongside Grey Gardens, his other most prominent 
films are Gimme Shelter and its startling depiction 
of the death of the Sixties at the Rolling Stones' ill- 
fated free show at the Altamont Speedway; and 
Salesman -a harrowing film following four door-to- 
door salesmen selling illustrated $50 bibles to low- 
income Catholics, most of whom seem to feel they'll 
be letting God down if they don't buy one. 

"Salesman is perhaps one of our best films," 
says Maysles. "I attribute it in part to it being very 



personal. The main character, Paul Brennan, is 
like my father, in that both he and my father had 
the wrong jobs. They should have been doing 
something creative." 

The Maysles Film Institute in New York was 
founded in 2005 as a non-profit organisation 
aiming to bring filmmaking into the wider 
community, providing apprenticeships for 
kids in impoverished parts of the city. 

"We work with nine to 1 2-year-olds who have 
the added burden of missing a parent, who is 
probably in prison on drug charges," he explains. 
"We show them how to make short films, which are 
generally of a very personal nature, because that's 
what they feel most comfortable doing. Then we 
send the films off to the parent in prison. Poor kids 
often don't get the opportunity to do something 
creative that they might excel at. " 

"I have a film called Lalee's Kin about 
underprivileged kids in the Delta in Mississippi," 
he continues, "and there's a scene where this kid, 
whose father is in prison, gets asked what he wants 
to be when he grows up, and he says, 'I wanna be 
in prison'. That's when you wonder about the drug 
laws that put his father and a lot of other fathers 
into jail for a long, longtime." 



Maysles currently has six films in production. 
For one of these, Transit- a documentary about 
intimate encounters with passengers on trains - 
the 80-year-old veteran filmmaker intends to 
clamber aboard trains in different parts of the 
world. Another film, Scapegoat On Trial, sees 
Maysles embarking on new methods to reconstruct 
the story of Mendel Beilis, a Ukrainian Jew accused 
of ritual murder, or blood libel, in a 1 91 3 trial. 

"For some 800 years now, beginning in 
England, there's been this notion that Jews use 
blood in their rituals," explains Maysles, "which 
is a total misconception. There's a Catholic Church 
in a small town in Poland where there's a 1 foot 
by 1 foot Renaissance painting depicting an infant 
whose blood is being drained [in a Jewish ritual], 
and although many letters have been sent to the 
Vatican, nothing has been done about it. I took the 
case of Mendel, who was put on trial in Kiev for the 
same thing, where everything was fixed - there 
were false witnesses and so forth. 

"I'd also like to make a film on the Bush 
administration," Maysles continues. "But I haven't 
come across what idea I could explore in order to 
do it yet. There's a real problem with getting up 
close to the subject matter. " 

Maysles isn't the only director interested in 
making a film about George Bush, but he might be 
the only one committed to making a truthful one. 
Sure, Michael Moore's made two, while this past 
year anti-Bush films have been coming out in droves 
- all well-timed for the recent primaries and the 
2008 presidential elections. It's symptomatic of an 
idea that's been prevalent throughout documentary 
ilmmaking -that you start with an agenda, and 
work from there. If your material doesn't fit your 
agenda, well, there's always the cutting room floor. 

Maysles -a firm believer in authenticity- realised 
early on that this wasn't an option. 

"When I started filmmaking, the professionals 
gave me two pieces of advice," he says. "They said: 
be sure to use a tripod, and be sure to have a point 
of view... well, I was wise enough not to follow 
either instruction.' 



on film 

The Christo < 
Christo'sVall 
(1973), Running Fence 
(1978), Islands (1986), 
Christo In Paris (1986), 
Umbrellas (1986) 
Someone once made this argument 
to me about why he hated Bulgarian 
artist Christo and his wife and 
artistic partner Jeanne Claude: 
"They get millions of dollars in 
funding to make these massive 
large scale environmental art 
projects, yet all they essentially 
do is cover stuff in other stuff" . 

Whether or not you think 
Christo 's money is well spent, 
however, Albert and David Maysles' 
five-film, 1 3-vear documentation 



a fascinating body of work, and 
almost as large scale a project as 
Christo 's own artistic endeavours 

The five films are as follows: 
Valley Curtain, where Christo 
attempts to hang a massive orange 
curtain between two Colorado 
Mountains; Running Fence, five 
years later, where the team struggle 
to hang a 24-mile fence of white 
fabric over the hills of California; 
Islands, where 1 1 scrub pine Islands 
in Florida were surrounded by 6.5 
million square feet of bright pink 
fabric; Christo In Paris, where 
Christo attempts to wrap the oldest 
bridge in Paris, much to the distain 
of the French people; and ,finally, 
Umbrellas, where sites in rural Japan 
and in the rolling hills of Southern 
California are covered in thousands 



of blue and yellow umbrellas, 
jnfurled for all to see. 

Salesman (1968) 

Four door-to-door Bible salesmen - 
nicknamed 'The Badger', 'The 
Gipper', 'The Rabbit' and 'The Bull' 
in accordance with their particular 
selling styles - are the subject of 
the Maysles feature Salesman.\Ne 
follow these men as they make their 
rounds - first in their hometown of 
Boston, then at a sales conference 
in Chicago and finally, in Miami. 
Their targets are mostly low income 
Catholics, and the sales pitch 
makes for difficult viewing. 

Gimme Shelter (1970) 

At Altamont Speedway, The Rolling 
Stones headlined a free show 
alongside Jefferson Airplane, 
Tina Turner and others. Without 
adequate security, Hell's Angels 
were asked to help maintain order. 
Instead, however, the Angels 
presence creates an atmosphere 
of fear and a near riot, culminating 
in the death of four people as the 
band watches helplessly from the 
stage Gimme Shelterls the film 
that documents it all. 

Grey Gardens (1976), 
The Beales Of Grey 
Gardens (2006) 

In the early Seventies Albert and 
David Maysles spent six weeks 
with 'big' Edie and 'little' Edie Beale, 
aunt and cousin of First Lady Jackie 
Onassis Kennedy. Starting with 
a simple newspaper clipping from 
a local East Hampton weekly 



in squalor in a mansion named 
Grey Gardens, the film then 
proceeds to simply document the 
Beales, without narrative exposition. 
The result is a wonderful intimate 
film where we get to know these 
women almost as well as they know 
each other. 

Recently, Grey Gardens has 
been getting a lot of publicity, 
resurfacing both as a Broadway 
musical and as an upcoming 
Hollywood film starring Jessica 
Lange and Drew Barrymore. Last 
year, Maysles released The Beales 
Of Grey Gardens, finding enough 
extra footage to make an addendum 
to his original. 

Lalee's Kin: The Legacy 
Of Cotton (2000) 

Lalee's Kin explores Mississippi's 
Delta region, and the legacy 
of poverty recycled through 
generations lacking the education 
to work outside of the share- 
cropping industry they've grown 
up with. The film follows the 
fortunes of 62 -year-old matriarch 
Lalee Wallace, a great-grandmother 
who began picking cotton at the age 
of six, and educator Reggie Barnes, 
the superintendent for schools in 
West Tallahatchie determined to 
put an end to the cyclic process 
of poverty abounding in this 
community. The Maysles treat 
their subjects with their usual 
characteristic warmth and 
humility, allowing them to tell 
their own stories rather than 
forcing a narrative. 
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at the movies 

Words: Dickon Edwards 



Armageddon, train wrecks, cholera, Americans. . .there's every kind of disaster 
movie in this month's roundup of theatrical and DVD releases 



Sunshine dir Danny Boyle, Fox, out 5 Apr 
The Namesake dir Mira Nair, Fox, out 30 Mar 
Alpha Dog dir Nick Cassavetes, Icon, out 20 Apr 
The Painted Veil dir John Curran, Momentum, 
out 27 Apr 

British director Danny Boyle has a thing about using 
cliches on purpose, to make his locally-funded films 
as loud and as brash as any Hollywood multiplex 
fare. According to the DVD commentary of his 
zombie hit 28 Days La ter, he had a petrol station 
explode into a pricey fireball for one reason alone: 
to give the film a visual chance to compete with the 
mainstream US popcorn set. For his new sci-fi 
outing Sunshine, Mr Boyle once again recruits actor 
Cillian Murphy and writer Alex Garland, and there's 
a stream of startling visuals that belie the film's UK 
Lottery funding. Thankfully, this time the explosions 
are a lot less gratuitous. This being a futuristic tale 
about journeying to a dying Sun to ignite a new 
artificial star in its place, it's fair to say white-hot 
infernos are going to be rather par for the course. 
Disappointingly, though, Garland lets the side 
down by stuffing his script with the hoariest sci-fi 
cliches imaginable. If you've seen the likes of Event 
Horizon, Armageddon, Serenity, Pitch Black and so 
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Boy, is it LOUD in 
outer space 




forth, you'll get a strong sense of deja vu. En route 
to the sun, Mr Murphy's cheekbone-y crew of 
scientists and astronauts stumble upon the previous 
expedition, which lost contact years ago. Then, one 
by one, the crew of the current mission are killed, 
the lesser known actors dying first. Oh, and there's a 
clock counting down the seconds at the end. Sound 
familiar? True, there's some deliberate references to 
200 1 , Dark Star, Silent Running and Alien, but 
although Sunshine succeeds in visually eclipsing (ho 
ho) its mega-budget US peers, it ultimately wants to 
join in when it should be blazing a trail. Still, the film 
looks glorious and there's a number of unusual 
design details, not least a range of corpulent gold 
spacesuits. And boy, is it LOUD in outer space. 

Mira Nair, by way of contrast, prefers her films to 
drift along gently and prettily with little damage to 



the eardrums, even when there's a devastating train 
crash, as there is in The Namesake. A family saga of 
identity and belonging, we follow the life of Gogol 
Ganguli from his parents' meeting in Calcutta, to 
their move to New York, to his early life and young 
adulthood in the States. There's no villain, no 
antagonist, no real obstacles to overcome other 
than the usual slings and arrows in life, as Gogol 
discovers why he's named after the Russian novelist. 
"Why did I have to get the crazy one? Why couldn't 
I be Leo or Anton?" 

Thanks to his roles as the token Indian in popular 
teen comedies Van Wilder and Harold & Kumar 
Get The Munchies, star Ka I Pen n is the most 
recognisable Indian-American film actor of the day. 
The Namesake gets him a ticket out of minor role 
hell, particularly as it's less about what Big Brother 
producers call 'cultural differences', and more about 
seeing through the easy mist of one's youthful rebel 
instincts to find connections with family. A familiar 
tale perhaps, but the context is uncommon enough 
in the movies, and though the pace may be inert at 
times, the emotional climax hits home. 

According to the movies, Americans do like to 
swear loudly in vests, ideally with tattoos, drugs, 
guns, and cars in the mix. Remove this element from 
Alpha Dog and you're left with. . .well, not much at 
all. But there's a degree of second-hand emulation 
on this outing. The protagonists are the young, 
wasted and white of southern California's suburbs, 
lounging around in enormous houses and private 
pools, communicating in a casually misogynistic 
and homophobic patois based on what they think 
is 'cool', and dealing soft drugs while the monied 
parents are away. A pumped-up Justin Timberlake 
is by far the best actor on show, impressively 
anchoring the proceedings while others (Ben Foster) 
overdo the junkie intensity to ham level, or, in the 
case of Emile Hirsch, barely react as if anything is 
going on at all. Meanwhile, the more gifted Vincent 
Kartheiser and Lukas Haas are criminally wasted in 
tiny roles, and Bruce Willis is upstaged by a bad wig. 

The tragic consequences of a kidnapping jape 
are constantly telegraphed by captions such 
as "witnesses 7, 8 + 9" applied to peripheral 
characters, and although occasionally gripping, 
Alpha Dog doesn't move as fast as it thinks. See it 
for Justin, though: you'll be surprised how great an 
actor he is. 

Somerset Maugham's The Painted Veil 'was first 
filmed in 1 934 with no less than Greta Garbo as a 
bored, faithless wife dragged off to a disease-ridden 
Chinese village by her mousy doctor husband. 
Naomi Watts is no Garbo (obviously), but she and 
Edward Norton get upset in their stiff Twenties 
English accents effectively enough, and the Chinese 
backdrop is suitably lavish and lush. The film is 
a little too aware of its status as a literary adaptation, 
and comes across as an illustration rather than 
a personification. But cholera has never been so 
lovingly well-lit. 

There are two splendid British horror films of 
the Sixties out on DVD this month, courtesy of 
Optimum. Night Of The Eagle (1 962) has a pre- 
Jason King Peter Wyngarde discovering his wife is 
a witch on the sly - and that she's not alone. Circus 
Of Horrors (1 960) is pure grand guignol in Eastman 
Colour: a murderous plastic surgeon runs a circus 
featuring the formerly-scarred women he's restored 
to beauty, only to bump them off when they want 
out. Ripe for a Gender Studies thesis, no doubt. 

Last year's favourite The History Boys is out now 
on Fox DVD, and in one of the disc's documentaries 
it's revealed that the actors playing the 'boys' 
received far more of an education from being in 
the play than they'd had from their own schooling. 
Says one young actor, "I find myself buying books 
in charity shops, and I never did before. Larkin, 
Auden... books on monasteries." He looks appalled 
at his own words, "...and for my own pleasured." 
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come now, gentlemen... 

Words: kicking_k 

Our man in Brighton comes over all 
faint, faced with Sixties swansong 
Performance 

i. memorial for the article i planned 
on writing 

'Cause I was all set. I'd square-eyed the movie, made 
three typo-ridden pages of increasingly pretentious 
notes, managed not to fall asleep, managed not to 
get too drunk (shout out to red wine cooler). 
Phoned Everett, double-checked the article concept 
and was ready to do this. Nearly ready. Maybe just 
Google the film. Yeah. Oh fuck. 

This is how I realised that most of my pertinent 
observations had been stolen in advance by The 
People On The Internet. The way in which the dual 
interplay (and eventual 'merger') of the two lead 
characters was mirrored by almost unheard-of 
double directors (Donald Cammell and Nic Roeg). 
The visual reference to an imagined Francis Bacon 
canvas. The hip vs square reading, Cammell's 
subsequent doomed career, Al-Hassan ibn-al- 
Sabbah (the source of William Burroughs' cheeky 
catchphrase "Nothing is true. Everything is 
permitted"). OK. Fine. Time to start again. 

ii. like a tongue testing a battery 

Every online autopsy I skimmed on the film noted its 
revolutionary devil-may-care cross-cutting editing 
techniques, and some claimed the same as the root 
of today's hyperkinetic style. I'd like to draw a line in 
the sand here, please. 

This simple story is a labyrinth, but the 
vertiginous array of shots are not devised to tell a 
story with max economy, but rather invoke an 
audiovisual shimmer between two scenes, two 
times, two points of view. These hallucinogenic 
passages employ jump-cuts and meandering 
ambient close-ups not as a series of formal in-jokes, 
but symbols of a more fundamental disruption. 

iii. time to start again 

What's always stuck with me about this film was 
the way in which normative machismo (in the 
shape of Edward Fox's affable gangster Chas) is 
comprehensively outflanked by Mick Jagger's doe- 
eyed and decadent internally-exiled rock star. We're 
used to seeing conflict resolved via violence, but the 



power dynamic of seduction is a much better match 
for the transgressions of the turned-on Sixties. 

The film's first half - set entirely within a world 
of Pinter-esque hard men - ends with a lingering 
fistfight which amps grunts of exertion and intercuts 
torture with earlier love play, 'POOF' scrawled on 
wall with fresh blood red paint, cosmopolitan jazz 
hanging like an accent or raised eyebrow above all. 

Later, the Iain-low Chas' persona (in the proper, 
Jungian sense) will be systematically broken down 
by that tired old triumvirate - sex, drugs and 
rock'n'roll... 

iv. hallucinogenic passages 

Performance's maximalist climax fittingly combines 
all three. Jagger- re-imagined in slicked-back hair 
and gangster's detourned business suit sings us into 
an embedded music vid (an outrageous example of 
McLuhanite media breach shock tactics), which is 
only topped by his matter-of-fact invitation for the 
three burly henchmen, the narrative's chief agents 
of violence, to get naked and dance - and their 
matter-of-fact acceptance. 

Their self-absorbed expressions and jiggling, 
soft, slightly out-of-shape torsos and buttocks are 
about as radical a re-ordering of the visual order 



Normative machismo 
is comprehensively 
outflanked by Mick 
Jagger's doe-eyed 
rock star 



you're likely to see -the male body generally 
remaining armoured by anonymising uniform. It still 
sparks like a tongue testing a battery. 

v. this simple story is a labyrinth 

Of course, for all that, the film ends not with a 
voyage of discovery, but a reassertion of the old 
order - at least in literal terms. Visually, the last shot 
delivers a much-discussed twist I'm not going to 
spoil here - suffice to say it compounds the previous 
fusions in a bid to leave naturalism behind. 

It's the reason Cammell could never have 
a meaningful career in Hollywood, where they 
worship illusionism but run scared from magic. 

Performance is out now on Warner Home Video 



future tense 

Words: Emma Pettit 



Seventy years after it first screened, the visually arresting 
Things To Come is getting a digital makeover this May, 
presented in its longest surviving version, of 97 minutes. 
Loosely based around HG Wells' book, The Shape Of 
Things To Come, and another of his non-fiction writings, 
The Work, Wealth And Happiness Of Mankind, its 
pertinence is not to be dismissed lightly. Adapted for 
the screen by Wells himself, Things To Come was both 
a chilling vision of post-war devastation and futurist 
utopianism and a unique, vast cinematic undertaking, 
celebrated as a significant milestone in film design. 

Directed by Oscar-winning William Cameron Menzies 
{Invaders From Mars), produced by Alexander Korda, 
and starring the Oscar-nominated Raymond Massey 
{A Matter Of Life And Death), the film opens as the 
fictional English location of Everytown is enveloped 
by the onslaught of global warfare. The year is 1 940, 
and soon technology and civilised existence is all but 
destroyed, the world returning to a new Dark Age, and 
reduced to a medieval level of progress. 

While it feels as creepily portentous as many of the 
universal moral lessons that rage in the destructive future 
visions of the 20th Century literary canon, Things To 
Come was particularly prophetic about the strategic 
bombing campaigns which ensued during World War II, 
three years after the film was completed. 

The film offers a fresh allegory of fear for the 2 1 st 
Century in its questioning of neverending patterns of 
progress ("What is progress? What is the good of all 
this progress, onward and onward?" asks one character), 
particularly relevant in the light of recent environmental 
anxieties. The final irony sits in the discover of a group 
of surviving scientists working to restore civilisation 
from a base in Basra, Iraq -the location of which Wells 
could surely not have imagined would resound quite 
so loudly in 2007. 

For all its prophecy, Things To Come is as much an 
intrigue for the contrasting joy of its visual imagination. 
Its low-on-hope visions of war, plague and post- 
apocalyptic underground human communes are at least 
situated against a stunning visual backdrop of glass, 
abstract lighting and stylish spectacle of epic proportions. 

With design input from the Hungarian Bauhaus 
artist Laszlo Moholy-Nagy and psychologically infused 
landscapes, Things To Come is a glorious display of the 
stunning possibilities of black and white cinematography. 

Things To Come premieres at the 2007 Sci-Fi London film 
festival, 2-6 May, and is released on DVD on 7 May 
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dir Bong Joon-Ho, 2006, Optimum, 1 20 mins 

After an American military scientist dumps hundreds of 
bottles containing old formaldehyde into the Seoul water 
system, catastrophic results ensue in the shape of a giant 
mutoid dinofish with a bloodlust problem and two mouths. 
Gang-du is a sleepy loser who works in his father's kiosk by 
the Hon river; his world is rocked when the monster is seen 
hanging from a bridge. He springs into action to ward off the 
rampaging creature but it picks up his daughter, Hyun-seo, 
dragging her off into the water. With the family in mourning 
and Gang-du quarantined under US military observation, 
he receives a call on his mobile from Hyun-seo who is 
captive in a sewer. 

Politically on the button, 777e/-/osrreferencesthe handling 
of the SARS epidemic, governmental bureaucracy, corruption 
and duplicity both at home, and in the USA, while essentially 
being about a normal family going through a harrowing 
ordeal. Terror, off-beat humour and great sadness are finely 
balanced in this box-office record-breaking Korean monster 
movie. The casting is perhaps the film's strongest point, 
culminating in emotional engagement and- almost - 
complete suspension of disbelief. 
Chris Anderson 



film without frontiers 

Words: Emma Pettit 

Without A Box is a distributor with 
a difference, connecting alternative 
filmmakers straight to their audience 

The landscape of the film industry is transforming. 

Just as major record labels are struggling to fit 
in with fan-based arenas of exchange that have 
appeared in recent years on the internet, traditional 
forms of cinematic viewing are being hijacked by 
alternative film spaces and communities. Numerous 
websites are creating proactive ways of facilitating 
creative exposure, from niche festivals like 
onedotzero and the annual Halloween short film 
fest, to Channel 4's new online showcase, FourDocs. 

Without A Box was set up in 2000 by a group 
of independent filmmakers in LA, frustrated with 
the impenetrable studio system, and desirous of 
opening up opportunities for creative filmmakers to 
get their work entered into festivals, without the 
formalities - sales agents, distribution deals or 
studio backing. As the website's general manager 
Fred Kramer explains, "We saw real inefficiencies 
that needed to be addressed. We knew that there 
was a much larger audience for independentfilm, 
and a hunger for more diverse films. It was our sense 
that if filmmakers were given a way to connect with 
that audience, the marketplace could be changed. " 

The main premise for Without A Box is that, 
rather than scrabble around filling in endless festival 
forms and trying to work out who is the best person 
to spring your rapid-fire two-minute pitch on next, 
you can showcase your project via Without A Box, 
directly accessing the programmers and curators 
of hundreds of film festivals, from Edinburgh 
to Raindance, to a host of niche platforms for 
animation, horror, student, underground, avant- 
garde, screenwriting and short film work. 

And it seems to be working. Zana Briski, who 
co-directed Born Into Brothels, a documentary 



about children living on the streets of Calcutta's 
red light district, submitted her film through 
Without A Box, and ended up winning a Best 
Documentary Oscar in 2005. 

Not that it's really about the Academy - the point 
of the site is that it can bring together a creative 
community and advise them on all angles of the 
filmmaking process, as well as offering an outlet 
for new talent. 

One of the featured films currently online is 
Jukebox: Vanishing America, a lovingly crafted short 
about the history of the jukebox in the USA. You 
can link to a screening site, read the filmmaker's 
blog, comment on and rate the film, contact the 
filmmaker, and find out exactly where it's screening 
theatrically, all within the space of a page. 

The selection is vast: Spitfire 944 follows a WW2 



'We saw real 
inefficiencies that 
needed to be 
addressed' - Fred Kramer 



pilot watching back footage of his plane crashing 
70 years after it happened; The Puffy Chair is 
a refreshing new indie comedy, made by two 
brothers, which opens in London this April; Shantell 
Town is a grime- and r'n'b-infused tale of hair and 
politics in Brixton; Transylvania is the latest feature 
from French-Algerian director Tony Gatlif, starring 
Asia Argento and Head On star Birol Unel, which 
promises a soundtrack-fuelled road trip across 
Romania and hits UK shores this summer. 

Without A Box is trying to ensure that what 
we end up searching out in listings, or via online 
film guides, includes a strong helping of this 
independent spirit and not a handful of stodgy 
studio products with big budgets and not so 
big ideas. 

www.withoutabox.com 



Black Orpheus 



dir Marcel Camus, 1 959, Second Sight, 1 07 mins 

The Greek myth of Orpheus and Eurydice is retold during the 
carnival in Rio de Janeiro, using stunning music (courtesy of 
an Antonio Carlos Jobim and Luiz Bonfa soundtrack that 
introduced the bossa nova to the outside world): as you'd 
expect, much dancing and passion and sound, light and fury, 
but the film feels somewhat dated now in its depiction of the 
happy-go-lucky life to be had among the favelas of Rio. Still, 
knowledge of racism's ugly side never stopped anyone from 
enjoying West Side Story, right? Leaving aside the social 
realism - and let's face it, that was never what this film of 
allegory and nonstop samba was about-this is totally 
enjoyable, peerless guitar-picking and colour photography, 
and of course the chance to catch the carnival relatively 
unspoilt, all combing to create a musical tourde force. 
Everett True 




dir Tony Silver, 1982, Public Art, 70 mins 

Enormously fun documentary profiling a bunch of notables 
from the NYC graffiti scene infiltrating train yards, bombing 
subways, defining their art. It's difficult to say which is more 
inspiring - the art or the artists, the former a vigorous riot of 
colours and styles against a ravaged looking cityscape and 
the latter. . .much the same, really. Skinny black kids with 
afros and skinny white kids in Van Halen T-shirts come across 
earnest and eager to account for themselves. As essential 
as the film are the bonus features (three-and-a-half hours' 
worth !): out-takes, galleries and new interview material, 
turning the package from a snapshot to a comprehensive 
history of subway art. 
Ringo P Stacey 
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on location 

Words: Tyler Coburn 



art 



Inside i-cabin: the artist-run space that became an artwork in its own right 
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The artist-run space will always figure into our 
cultural mentality as one of the more compelling 
embodiments of a certain radical ethos. As the 
Centre Of Attention's recent exhibition fast and 
loose (my dead gallery) revealed, the "secret history 
of the London Art world" comprises dozens of 
these collectives. And while it would be erroneous 
to assume that all artist-run spaces operate on 
alternative, non-commercial agendas, there are 
nevertheless occasional ventures that cause 
palpable, critical shifts in the field of art production. 

Enter i-cabin, so named by Ray and Neil Bailey, 
ex-naval merchants who run the North London 
bookbinding factory in which it is housed. In its 
inaugural year (2005), artists/directors Juliette 
Blightman and Sebastian Craig developed a series 
of parameters to defamiliarise the usual terms of 
gallery display. Running concurrent programmes of 
younger and more established artists, the directors 
asked participants to produce site-specific work and 
restricted them from hanging anything on the walls. 

" I have a deep adoration for the fabric of this 
space," Craig remarks, surveying the gallery's two 
cosy rooms. "It would be obvious to take a place 
that has tacky wood panelling and do a painting 
show. We wanted to dig in our heels against that." 



The parameters proved to be liberating for many 
of i-cabin's artists. "People often liked having the 
limitations of those rules," Blightman says. "Our 
first show was with Till Exit. He makes full-scale 
gallery installations and, for us, he showed a couple 
of films. I don't think he would have ever shown 
those films other than in this space. " 

When a commercial gallery dropped out of the 
2005 ZOO Art Fair, Blightman and Craig were given 
the opportunity to bring i-cabin's critical agenda to 
a broader public. Using their catalogue entry to do 
battle with "gallery agenda-speak," the directors 
delivered a declaration of their frustration with an 
art world determined by the commercial viability of 
artworks. Their installation featured a "layer-cake 
of artworks, from the floor going up," collectively 
priced at an exorbitant £45,000. 

One impressed ZOO-goer was curator Francesco 
Manacorda, who spun the gallery as an "art 
production hub" and nominated itforthe 2005 
Beck's Futures Prize, i-cabin as artist was born. 

"Francesco's notorious for it -he has turned 
other people and galleries into artists," Craig 
laughs. "So in a split-second we had to propose an 
i-cabin artwork to the ICA and we'd never done 
anything like that." 




1 7.03.07- 28.04.07, Sketch, 9 Conduit Street 
London W1S2XG 

Damon Packard is the kind of cult trash filmmaker that we 
all wished Dawson would have turned out to be if his final 
slasher project hadn't been so sappy. 

Having inherited enough money to finally make 
something with a budget, after a decade of experimental 
short films, Packard produced the schlocktastic Reflections 
ofEvilm 2002. 

He's back at Sketch with Lost In The Thinking, further 
exploring with frightening obsessiveness the darkest and 
most pointless sides of popular culture, as navigated by the 
Merlin character from Zardoz. 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv 




Leo Fitzmaurice 



31.03.07-10.06.07, 
Yorkshire Sculpture 
Park,WestBretton, 
Wakefield WF4 4LG 

Sometimes The Things 
You Touch Come 
7rae is the title of 

this exhibition from 
Liverpool-based Leo 
Fitzmaurice. The things 
he touches tend to 
be cheap own-brand 
packaging and posters, 
but from these he 
produces familiar/ 
strange miniature 
urban developments. Cigarette cartons and tissue boxes 
become complex architectural structures in some suburban 
warehouse hell, recognisable for its visual language as much 
as it is alien in the absence of real language. Cutting out the 
logos that we normally just ignore, his Lilliputian sprawls 
heighten our awareness of the datascapes that surround us. 
These smaller installations will be accompanied at YSP by a 
series of road signs - ARCADIA - that will be sited outdoors. 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv 



'I have a deep 
adoration for the 
fabric of this space' 

- Sebastian Craig 



The directors found themselves at a well-trodden 
crossroads. In the 40 years since Marcel Broodthaers 
gained access to the museum's vaults, institutional 
critique had all but canonised itself as critical art- 
making par excellence. Blightman and Craig were 
well aware of the dangers of ossification, i-cabin's 
artistic career thus offered the directors a way of 
resisting complacency. 

for Satellites, a group show this past September 
at NYC's Tonya Bonakdar Gallery, Blightman and 
Craig commissioned artist works that conformed 
to the size restrictions of cabin baggage and which 
would then be carried aboard their flight to NYC. 
Among the originals in their Duchampian boite-en- 
valise was a piece from Chicago gallery artLedge; 
flying in the face of increasing airport security, the 
gallerists contributed a sealed, velvet box whose 
contents were solely meant be seen by the airport's 
X-Ray technician. 

Direct Currency Exchange: Part One, a gallery- 
swap with artLedge at the end of i-cabin's inaugural 
year, also provided an occasion to shake things up. 
For the London end, the directors turned their 
gallery over to artLedge's posse of 60-odd artists, 
resulting in a frenzied installation that clogged the 
cabin's heretofore untouched walls with artworks. 

For now, Blightman and Craig have yet another 
burgeoning project: i-cabin texts. Part publishing 
venture and "essentially the same practice defined 
slightly differently", this upstart has produced a 
limited edition publication for the 2006 ZOO Art Fair 
and a documentary for i-cabin's February and March 
2007 exhibition at Cambridge's Wysing Arts Centre. 

"The film is a collection of interviews with people 
connected with us or i-cabin," Blightman explains. 

"It's basically a group show on film, without any 
work," Craig adds. "It's an answer to our question 
about if there's a way for us to have a group show 
of ideas without asking artists to make anything. 

"It's nice not having to rely on physical artworks 
and not having to curate on the basis of physical 
artworks," Craig remarks. "Especially after lugging 
bags of art around." 

www.i-cabin.co.uk 
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OK, so clearly you have memorised (at 
least) one piece of ridiculous hyperbole 
written about yourself... 

"I was called the hip hop Norman Mailer once. 
I thought that was a bit much." 

What is the biggest misconception 
about El-P? 

"That I am somehow intrinsically pitted 
against any rapper who isn't on an 
independent label." 

The most over-used adjective(s) used 
about your sound? 

"Apocalyptic." 

What word never gets used that should? 

"Breezy." 

What was your worst interview and/or 
photoshoot experience? 

"For me, every photoshoot experience is a 
bad one. I once made someone cry. It was 
horrible. He didn't speakthe language so 
well, he was a huge fan and he completely 
misinterpreted everything I said." 
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Has music criticism ever helped improve 
the band? 

"Yeah, sure. On occasion someone will say 
something really on point that drives an idea 
home. Rare occasion." 

If you were lucky enough to be a music 
magazine editor, who would you feature 
on the cover? 

"I would put puppies on the cover, 'cause they 
are so damn adorable." 

Have you ever made a music video that 
actually expressed something about the 
band, or has it all been multi-media 
gimmickry and superficial posturing? 

"I would say I strive for the latter." 
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What do you do when a band you don't 
like cite you as an influence? 

"I make a call to have them killed." 

Do you ever Google yourself? What's the 
best/worst/weirdest experience resulting 
from this? 

"I try not to." 

What's the favourite of your record 
covers ? What does it say about you? 

"This new one is my favourite. It says, 'Hey, 
look at that young go-getter strut his stuff! 
Hot damn, I wanna hand him my money!'" 

What brilliant ideas regarding 'direction' 
or presentation or whatever are you now 
glad you never followed? 

"The first label I was on in 1 992 wanted to call 
me Roughneck and market me as a hardened 
killer. I did a song called 'No Head Ups' which 
was about how I refuse to shoot a fair fight, 
but instead will shoot you with my many 
guns. I passed on that whole vibe." 

Are there any territories where you've 
never had any success? 

"Christ, no." 

Where? 

"I'm serious, I am famous everywhere." 

Why d'you think this is the case? 

"My God, man. I don't know. It's probably 
my cultfigure-ish charisma." 

Where are you biggest, geographically? 

"Urn... North America?" 

What product would you allow your 
music to advertise and why? 

"Anything that is marketed directly to 
children but is clearly very, very bad for 
children. 'Cause they have the big bucks." 

What's the most actually fairly insane 
thing a fan has done to impress you? 

"Offered his girlfriend up for sex." 

What's the worst question you've ever 
been asked? What was your answer? 

"What's the worst question you've ever been 
asked? What was your answer?" 
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ARCTIC MONKEYS 

DINOSAUR JR. 

IGGY & THE STOOGES 

MUSE 



III ANIMAL COLLECTIVE ARMAND VAN HELDEN 

BRAZILIAN GIRLS BRIGHT BYES C ALEXICO 

CAMERA OBSCURA CANSEI BE SER SEXY CARL CRAIG 

CASSIUS CIELO CHRIS ALIANO CHLOE 

CLAP YOUR HANDS SAY YEAH DAMIAN LAZARUS 

DATAROCK DIGITALISM DK7 ELLEN ALLIEN THE GO t TEAM 

GUS GUS HERMAN DUNE THE HIVES THE HUMAN LEAGUE 

JAMIE T KLAXONS LO-FI-FNK THE MAGIC NUMBERS MANDO DIAO 

MATTHEW DEAR LIVE & BAND MICAH P. HINSON 

OS MUTANTES OK GO PETER BJORN St JOHN PETER VON POBHL 

THE PIPETTES THE PRESETS SASCHA FUTJKE SIMIAN MOBILE DISCO 

SONDRE LERCHE TWO LONE SWORDSMEN DJ YODA 
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4-day and S-day tickets Include tnsa access 
to the Festival campsites from lOtti UU E4th 
duly, Bv Uho fl rat to find out, JoLn ouf mailing 
UlLti At www.fHKxfTb.nDin. 
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To boos tickets, go to HUE Uetortsnop 

n*,wm/gtg* ( or call *44 (0)6701 663 663, 
go lo www.lavtHfnntcoom. go 10 www.wvtlefcot*, 
Orcftil CO) 6T13 301 Q7B, ot"flB to www.flberfib.cirai. 
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CALL ME LIGHTNING -SOFT 
SKELETONS 

DEBUT ALBUM FOR THEK NEW LABEL f 
HOME FRENCHKISS RECORDS (LES 
SAW FAV. ETC}. THIS MILWAUKEE 
THREEPIECC PLAY A FRENETIC POST 
PUNK INFORMED 0V THE TALKING 
HEADS' OUIRKV POP AND THE JESUS 
LIZARDS RAMBUNCTIOUS ABSURDISM 
FRENCH KISS RECORDS - CD 
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31 KNOTS - THE DAYS AND 
NIGHTS OF EVERYTHING 
ANYWHERE 

PORTLAND. OREGONS 3TKNOTS HAVE 
DELIVERED AN ALBUM OF DEMENTED- 
POP BRILLIANCE ON THEIR LATEST 
FULL LENGTH: MIXED BY DEERHOOF'S 
GREG SAUNIER, FOR FANS OF MODEST 
MOUSE. SLINT FUGAZl, CURSIVE. UK 
DATES AT THE END OF APWLH. 
POLYVINYL RECORDS ■ LP/CD 




WILLOWZ - CHAUTAUQUA 

MICHEL GONDRY USED THEIR SONGS 
IN HIS "ETERNAL SUNSHINE " 
SOUNDTRACK. AND ALSO IN HIS 
LATEST ^CIEWCE OF SLEEP" FILM 
SOUNDTRACK. THIS IS THEIR BRAND 
NEW ALBUM, THIS IS PSYCHEDELIC 
CALLY DIPPED ROCK. FOR FANS OF 
SONIC YOUTH RED KROS5. WHITE 
STRIPES, BRIAN JONESTOWN 
MASSACRE ETC., 
DIMMAK RECORDS - CD 




V/A - SOMEWHERE BETWEEN 

HEAVEN AND WOOLWORTHS 

A LIMITED {1WQ ONLY) 20 TRACK 
COMPILATION THAT SHOWS OFF 
COMPILER GRAHAM BENDEL'S WIDE 
TASTE; FEATURING MINOR THREAT, 
THE FOUR MONITORS, THEE MIGHTY 
CEASARS. THE TELEVISION PERSOf* 
ALiTIES, X RAY SPEK DIRTBOMBS. 
SCHWAB, AND MORE! 
FORTUNE TELLER RECORDS -CD 




THE CASSETTES - NEATH 
THE PALE MOON 
AKATHE CASSETTES MUSICAL 
EXPLORERS SOCIETY} ARE WASHING- 
TON DC S PREMIER VAUDEVILLE - 
STEAMPUNK BAND MELDING CARTER 
FAMILY-ESQUE COUNTRY WITH THE 
AMERICANA OF THE DECEMBERVSTS 
AND THE STREET FOLK OF THE UKES 
OF GOGOL BORDELLO 
BUDDYHEAD-CD 




LESBIAN- POWER HOR 
LESBIAN HERALDS THE BLRTH OF THE 

NEW WAVE OF AMERICAN PSYCHE- 
DELIC METAL IT DEFTLY BLENDS THE 
BEST ELEMENTS OF MANY STYLES OF 
METAL: DOOM. THRASH, 0LACK f 
PROGRESSIVE AND HEAVY' METAL 
FOR FANS OF' 1SIS. PELICAN, BORIS. 
SKULLFLOWER EMPEROR, SLEEP 
HOLY MOUNTAIN -CD 




CHRJS GARNEAU - MUSIC 
FOR TOURISTS 
DEBUT ALBUM FOR THIS BROOK^ 
LYNITE 13 TRACKS OF SIMPLE SONGS. 
THAT REVERBERATE WITH A WISTFUL 
PIANO-DRIVEN ARRANGEMENT CHRIS 
GARNEAUS VO&CE SIMPLY HAS TO BE 
HEARD, A STARTLING DEBUT FOR 
FANS OF ELLIOT SMFTR 
ABSOLUTELY KOSHER - CD 




THE ECCLESIA - BIRDSONG 
OVER THE INTERIOR CASTLE 

STUNNING DEBUT FROM THIS 
MYSTERIOUS THREEPIECE EVOKING 
-MILLIONS NOW LIVING" ERA TORTOISE, 
WARP RECOROS CIRCA MID 90S 
(AUTECHRE ETC> . AND POST ROCK 
SOUNDSCAPERY THAT THE POSTAL 
SERVICE t ALBUM LEAF ARE RESPON- 
SIBLE FOR 1000 COPIES QM-Y 
ARENA ROCK RECORDING 
COMPANY- CD 




MORNING BRIDE -LEA 
VALLEY DELTA BLUES 

A COLLECTION OF BEAUTIFUL, 
BROODUNG, OFTEN ANTHEMIC TORCH 

SONGS THAT HAVE INCREASINGLY 
FLOORED THEIR LIVE AUDIENCES * 
RECORDED BY ED D^EGAN <WHITE 
STRIPES, HOLLY GOLK3KTLY). THIS 
HACKNEY-BASED MALEiiFEMALE 
AMERICAN/HRITISH BAND HAVE LANDED 
A STUNNING DEBUT. 
LETTERBOX - GD 




XBXRX-WARS 

NFW STUDIO ALBUM FROM XBXRX, 
THEY HAVE MOVED BEYOND THE NON 
STOP BLJVSTBEAT^ SCREAMING 
ASSUALTY OP PREV ALBUMS. 
PRODUCED BY WEASEL WALTER (ARAB 
ON RADAR, BURMESE, COACHWHIPS 
ETC) FOR FANS OF DEERHOOF, MELT 
BANANA, ETC- 
POLYVINYL RECORDS - LPfCD 
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THE FLESH * FIRETOWER 
AN ADCKCTIVE SET OF ALLURING 
ART-POP ANTHEMS ALA BLONDIE OR 
THE PRETENDERS WITH A GOTH 

UNDERCURRENT FROM A BAND THAT 
SPLITS ITS TIME BETWEEN BROOKLYN 
AND PHILADELPHIA - UK TOUR IN WAY' 
GERNBLANDSTEN-CD 
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XIUXIU -REMIXED AND 
COVERED 

A KILLER TWO DtSC SET, FIRST DISC 
HAS A SLEW OF XIU XIU COVERS FROM 
THE LIKES OF MARI55A NADLER. 
OXBOW. LARSEN. OEVENORA . SUSNtT 
RUBDOWN. AND MORE. WHEREAS THE 
SECOND UlSQ HAS REMIXES BY GOLD 
CHAINS, KID 60&. GROUPER, SON TO 
LIVE AND SHAVE IN LA, AND MORE. 
SRUECHFNSTfNE- 2CD 




JAKOB -SOLACE 
NEW ALBUM OF STELLAR POST 
HARDCORE / ROCK FROM NEW 
ZEALAND SAND JAKOB ALBUM 
OPENER -MALACHITE" USHERS THE 
LISTENER INTO A VAST CAVERNOUS 
SPACE WHILST 'OBAN MOR FINDS THE 
TRIO AT THEIR MOST SEVERE. A TIGHT 
GROOVE LEADING INTO BLISTERING 
SONIC SOUALLS.FOR FANS OF 
EXPLOSIONS IN THE SKY MQGWAI 
GROWING, GODSPEED 

MIDIUM-CD 




WATCHERS - VAMPIRE DRIVER 
FORMED BY EX-MEMBERS OF THE 
ASSEMBLY LINE PEOPLE PROGRAM. 
CHICAGO'S WATCHERS DOUBLE UP AS 
THE CURRENT BACKING BAND FOR 
JAMES CHANCE OF CONTORTIONS 
FAME. TIGHTLY WOUND AVANTROCK 
AND INFECTIOUS DANCE-FUNK 
THROWING DOWN SNATCHES OF 
TALKING HEADS, XTC AND POP 
GROUP-INS WRED NO WAVE 
GERN&LAND5TEN-CD 
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